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PREFACE, 



It has been said that if a person was allowed to 
make the ballads of a nation, he would have no 
occasion to care who made its laws. It has even 
been suggested, that were this same ballad^making 
properly attended to, it might supersede the ne- 
cessity of laws altogether. I do not know that 
the experiment has ever been made — ^but in this 
age of novelty, it would not be much a matter 
of wonder to see it attempted. In some of the 
delicious vallies of the new world, where so many 
improvements in government and in morals have 
been made, and where so many more are still 
expected, to those sweet tempered philanthro- 
pists, who can no longer find any rest. for the 
soles of their feet, among the snares and incurn-, 
brances which have so totally overspread this old 
and worn out part of the earth, it would certain- 
ly be an additional attraction to be told, that in 
tjiese new territories the use of jails, and gibbet^ 
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and whips, and hangmen, were totally laid aside, 
and that legislative provisions of any sort were no 
longer heard of, all being settled and kept in 
order by the melody of an old, or, the delightful 
enchantment of, a new song, 

Maisty happy circumstances would doubtless 
attend such a state of things — more, indeed, than 
in this corrupted state of society one can either 
eonceive or describe. How delightful to see all 
conflicting interests for ever at an end — every 
<me in the enjoyment of ease and plenty, peace** 
ably singing his song; or» if Nature, the great 
patroness of the rh3aning brotherhood, had denied 
to any one the powers of song^ (which on hep 
part woul^ be very cross indeed,) generously 
exercising the nobler prerogative of a censor, 
which would be, no doubt, sometimes necessary 
for preserving the public stock of tuneful wisdom 
from deteriorf^ion, 

But, after all, notwithstanding the golden 
dreams of philosophers, and the splendid antici-i 
pations of prospective divinity, I am greatly dis* 
posed to question, whether the leviathan «of de-r 
pravity will ever be so tamed. It is to be feared 
there will always be a few vulgar 'spirits in the 
"^'^rld, upon whom the stern face of th^ judge^ 
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and the hajtsh hand of the ^xecutionef , will be 
touch more efiective than the finest tones of 
poetry. Poets themselves^ it must be confessedi 
have not hitherto been men of the most milky 
dispositions; and till they become a little more 
SO) it may perhaps be reasonably doubted^ 
whether the increase of their numbers wou]4 
tend, to promote the morab, or to consolidate 
the peace of society. At the same time, that 
they have by their writings and example, but 
ei^ecially by the first, a very consider^le in« 
fluence up<m the destinies of individuals and 
communities, is undeniable. Xhe question 
., <' What will a child learn sooner than a song ?'' 
has always been, and probably must for ever 
be negatively answered: and so long as songs 
continue to be the first things committed to me- 
mory, so leng will they continue to form and to 
influence modes of thinking, that the hand of 
death alone can obliterate. Of consequence, if 
a national character is once formed, song is the 
most happy expedient for rendering it permanent. 
What has first awakened the admiration of youth, 
can never fiul to be the deb'ght of old age ; hence 
the sire may be the mean of inspiring the son 
with the same sentiments and feelings, through 
an immeasurable line of succeeding generations. 
Nor does this affprd the smallest presumption, 
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that the sentiments and feelings thus transmitted, 
whether sung or said, are really worthy of such a 
careful transmission or of such a sacred preser- 
vation:— for sentiments the most absurd^ and 
feelings the most abhorrent to human nature, 
have in this way been, and still are, maintained 
and cherished in almost every nation- on the face 
of the earth. The savage who deliberately roasts 
his helpless prisoner before a slow fire, or tears 
the living flesh from his bones, has his song of 
triumph to cheer and to lighten the horrible la- 
bour — Nor is the miserable victim without a 
strain of adamantine firmness, which he chants, 
amidst the writhings of delirious anguish, with 
, demoniac apathy. The more than brutal idol- 
ater, too, while he tramples upon every feeling 
which ought to animate the human heart, and 
rends asunder the dearest ties of nature^ has hia 
devilish hymn, which, 

• c 

^, ** With a pleasing sorcery can cliarnr 
.^ " Pain for a while br anguish, and excite 
*' Fallacious hope, or arm the obdurate .breast 
" With stubborn patience, as with triple steel.*' 



Taking this general principle along with us» 
there can be no difficulty in understanding that 
pertinacious obstinacy, with which every man 



holds up ttie more ancient and legendary yerses of 
his own countty, as superior to that of every other 
««»and that general likeness which is impressed, in 
a greater or lesser degree, upon the popular 
poetry of every people. The popular poetiy, 
too, of every people ifiust have to them nearly the 
same degrees of attraction, being the vehicle of 
all their more ardent emotions, and, as it were, in- 
terwoven with their very existence. The Irish 
strum, with all its bulls and blunders, and baw* 
dry — the English doggerel in praise of bacon, - 
and buttered parsnips, and cabbage, and pease 
kalC'^— with our own vulgar lilts of love adventures, 
murders, and ghosts, and merciless mealmongers, 
and mermaids, are all, to the ear which has been 
early accustomed to them, and which knows no 
better, quite delightful, from the many associa* 
tions which they have always the power to awak* 
en« Circumstances apparently trivial, will fre- 
quently stamp with an importance never to be 
forgotten, an action the most ordinary, and im* 
part an undescribable charm to verses in themselves 
utterly worthless. Perhaps it was a mother or 
a grandmother that used to chant a particular 
stanza—- or it was a dear friend of early life, long 
since numbered with the things that, were — or it 
was heard under such a peculiar state of feeling, 
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that the person never hears it again, without 



being ready td exclaim 



" I feel a power thou canst not feel, 
** I see a hand thou canst not see." 

That a very considerable degree of the venerEi<' 
tion with which we regard even our best songs, 
undeniably excellent as they are, arises from 
this cause, it would be foolish to dispute. Yet 
after every reasonable deduction on this head 
has been made, a Scotchman may still be proud 
of his national song; and he may safely compare 
it with every other, nor fear to suffer by the com* 
parison. 

To discover the sources of this superiority, is 
an object worthy of the philosopher at all times; 
but more especially at present, when the amelio- 
ration of the condition of mankind occupies the 
attention of almost all the civilized world. If I 
might be allowed to hazard an opinion, I would 
say, that it arose wbolly ^rom the sterling integ- 
rity, and the high intelligence of her peasantry — 
and that this again, arose principally from that 
beautifully simple and eflficient system of church 
polity, which she received at the ever memorable 
Reformation — aided, and materially aided, by 
Mineral tone of her pastoral and lyric poetry. 
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But these causes, like many others, have had an 
action and reaction upon each other, of the most 
beneficial tendency, which has been but seldom 
adverted to, and seems to be very im{>erfectly un- 
derstood. The indignant, and virulent invectives 
of the muse, had a powerful influence in bringing 
the abettors of tyranny, and 'the mummeries of 
superstition into universal contempt; and thus 
paved the way for that rational, and moderate, 
and e£fective establishment, which, in a few 
years, changed the population of the country^ 
from the most savage and barbarous, into the 
most thinking, and moral, and religious in Eu- 
rope. This, in return, soflened, and sublimed, 
the tones of poetry. Often had she awakened 
the echoes of Tweed and of Yarrow, and Need- 
path and Cheviot rolled back her energetic voice; 
but it was with ^* the noise of the warrior, and 
garments rolled in blood." Love, indeed, enter- 
ed largely into her compositions, and shared most 
liberally her patronage ; but the lover was cele- 
brated, and successful, in proportion as he was a 
murderer and a thief. If his hills were woolly 
with sheep, and his vales lowing with kine, it de- 
tracted nothing frond his merit, that the blood of 
the lawful owners of these sheep, and these kine, 
was yet reeking upon his sword: that their habi- 
tations were reduced to heaps of ashes, disc 
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ible, at a distance, only by the smoke, 'that still 
rose, smouldery, on the breath of the morning: 
that in the green valley, or upon the heath clad 
hill, that re-echoed the bleatings of the fold, and 
the cheerful voice of the shepherd, silence and 
solitude reposed sweetly together, undisturbed, 
save by the howl bf the faithful dog, who had es- 
caped the general carnage, or the expiring ^roan 
of the trusty menial, who had received his death 
wound in the defence of his master, and was 
just expiring in his blood. It was not till the la-* 
bours of the Reformers had diffused among the 
peasantry a nobler philosophy, and introduced 
them to a more intimate acquaintance with the 
scriptures, that every hill became vocal, and every 
stream muvmured in verse; that to pursue the 
paths of peaceful industry, to live and to love, 
became the subjects of her panegyrics. We 
have indeed few songs of any kind older than the 
Reformation, and it was not till an after period, 
a period sufficiently long for all the people to 
have derived the benefit of it, that good songs 
became common. 

I AM well aware that our brethren besouth the 
Tweed, consider our religious services as con- 
temptibly naked; and, upon the whole, highly 
unfavourable to poetry. But I am disposed to 
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think they would be of a different opinion, were 
they only to congidefy that Scotland under all 
the poverty of her establishment, and with the 
bad example of her neigkbours, aided by all the 
influence of wealth and fashion, operating against 
her, has preserved, and, in many instances, im- 
proved her original simplicity of character; has 
formed a body of song that has nothing to rival 
it, and that too by the hands of unlettered pea- 
sants, who were active and useful, each in his 
day, in the several avocations of life: claiming 
nothing from their country, but bequeathing to 
her the imperishable fruits of their genius, they 
have laid themselves down among the unhonour- 
ed dead, and their very names are, for the most 
part, no longer remembered. 

And what she has done shejs still doing. Her 
intimate connexion with the sister country; the 
increase of her trade, and the consequent influx 
of wealth, have, no doubt, had a very great in- 
fluence in changing the character of a consider- 
able portion of her population; but neither taste 
nor genius has yet bidden her a final farewell, as 
many a fancied master of wisdom would have us 
to believe. Nor can they do so, so long as a 
moiety of her ministers continue true to their du- 
ty. Should they, unfortunately, become, gen- 
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erally, fine gentlemen^ and philosoi^en, Und 
geologisU, and political economists, then may 
we expect darkness to cover our vallies, and 
gross darkness our people; then, indeed, it will 
be time for " industry, in good earnest, to exert 
itself, in retrieving, and illustrating, the reliques 
of departed genius," for, assuredly, of the kind 
alluded to, nothing more need to be expected. 
Happily, however, though We are cursed with 
a sufficient number of place-hunting, and tirne^ 
serving men in public, office, we have yet a 
great proportion of very different characters^ 
men who are denied to the world and to thetti- 
selves, patiently devoted to the service of God, 
watching over the souls committed to their 
care with parental tenderness, and with all the 
solicitude of them who know that they must 
render an account. — And, let it be remarked, 
that it is- this that gives to our peasantry their 
peculiarity of character, and not parochial 
schools alone, as has been very generally sup- 
posed. Parochial schools are indeed^ excellent, 
and they are so much the more so, that the 
instructions they afford, especially as formerly 
ccfnducted, are fully as much of a. moral and 
religious as of a literary kind ; which, joined to 
the exercises common in every religious fa- 
^y, soon qualifies the pupil for entering with 
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deep interest into the glowing, and rich, though 
extemporaneous, sabbath exercises of the pious 
Pastor, whose heart bums with all the fervours 
of seraphic love, and whose tongue, in declaring 
the divine glory of the Mediator, and the exceed- 
ing riches of his grace^ is like the pen of a ready 
writer. This is the school where the character 
of the genuine Scottish peasant receives its pol* 
ish, ant} has all its lineaments developed in full 
proportion. It is here he becomes acquifcinted 
with his Bible, not as a '^ thing of shreds and 
patches,'* but as a glorious whole ; holding forth 
salvation in all the fulness of its extent, aiid in 
all the varieties of its application— faith being 
the immoveable foundation, and good works the 
beautlAil superstructure. It is here he is made 
acquainted with all the recesses of human feel- 
ing, and the immeasurable variety of Christiaii 
experience. And here, in short, he acquires, 
along with habits of patient attention, meek 
humility, and deep contrition of heart, a strength 
of conception, a fulness and a fluency of expres? 
sion, which, in all proba^bility, sets hinl manyde- 
grees above his own class in the most favoured 
countries with which we have yet become m^* 
quainted. 
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But I Mve been carried beyond my purpo«^ 



KU PREFACE. 

andy perhaps, owe my readers an apology for 
this long digression. That I am partial to the 
institutions of my country may be true— -and for 
this partiality, I presume, my countrymen will 
forgive me. Should this by accident fall into 
the hands of others, I hope they too will be dis- 
posed to pass it over without much severity of 
censure; when- 1 assure them, that I most sin* 
cerely wish all men more intelligent, more vir- 
tuous, and more happy than I have supposed my 
countr3rmen to be. 

To return to Scottish song — a cursory glance 
at its general characteristics will demonstrate, that, 
while it owes its excellence to the above causes, it 
comes strongly in aid of them; and cannot fail to 
be a powerful auxiliary,- in forming and confirm- 
ing habits of patriotism, of prudence, and fru- 
gality. 

And here the first peculiarity that presents it- 
self is locality. Some stream, some mountain, or 
some valley, is, for the most part, clearly parti- 
cularized, and every shiftuig shade of nature, as it 
appears in such a place, minutely pointed out. 
Is it the morning that faUs to be described — ^the 
grey dawn, while it empurples the east, scatters 
he vapours upon a particular hill, dissipates the 



fehftdes m a particular yalley, and gfittera upon 
the well known and every daj frequented stream. 
—Is it the evening — ^the shadows creep along 
the vales, with all the oharacteristic markaof old 
acquaintances-^the moon climbs her accustomed 
mountain — ^ber cold beam flickers through the 
trees of a favourite wood^- trembles on the rip- 
pling waves ijfC the adjoining lake and ihossy foun- 
tains— H>r tranq«ull J sleeps upon the slc^ng dale, 
the scene of the poet's daily toiky or of his*even-* 
ing felicittes. Is it winter— He marshals his 
storm)5, arranges his magazines of sleety of hail, 
and of toow — summons his winds, and in JEdl the 
terrors of the boisterous north rushes from his al- 
loted station, the heights of Benledi, Benvenue, 
Bennevis, or BenlomoDd^ Is it the green rob'd 
spring, the laughing dati^ter of a diuribh sire 
— she is condueted thro' the sunny mead, and a- 
'4ong the sheltered banks of the brawling brook, 
where thie early daisy, the yellow kingqup, and 
the pEd« primrose) spring up beneadi her steps. 
Js it the florid summer — she is sheltered in the 
shades of Dryburgh, in the woods of Roslin, or 
among the declivities of Tweed and Yarrow. Is 
it sallow autumn*^ she tinges the peaik of Cheviot, 
empurples thehei^ts of Yare, waves her-rich robe 
over due vales 6£ Clyde, <of Forth, and of Ta^, or 
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Uikes htr final ftrewell «in9iig the abekered dales 
of Loudon, or among the jfadiag woods of Ca^fiBo. 

How much this particular feature of Scottisli 
song strengthens. tho ^mor Pairi^^ for which 
Scotsmen are so remarkaUy distinguisbedi and 
*of which every country knows Something that has 
-ersr hewd her warpipes play, or seen her tartans 
< w«Te-<-«How much it has contributed to that com- 
-mendable sdf-reqiect which they have exempU- 
fied in every comer of the peopled i^sirtk^^how 
: much' to that heroic devotedness whiob they have 
roanifesled on the banks of the Ganges, the Nfloi 
-the Tagus, and ti&e Rhine*^bow much of it en- 
Uat%A into that glorious ebulition of enthusiasm on 
the Held of Waterloo, iriien, aft w a day of endln^ 
ance the most astonishmg, ^' Scotland for evferr* 
^as the signal to a diarge more daring in its 
manner, andmore momentous in its consequences^ 
than any that modem times has recorded, it woilM 
not be easy, perhaps it is altogether impossibly 
\o calculate. 

BfjT another pecidtarity of Scottish song isftt* 
vour of passion tempered for the most part with 
the greatest delicacy. In many of what are osl* 
led English songs ws have indeed an dlmndance 
of heaty but it is the heat of mere animality.— a 



wannth kindled by pure selfirimeM, tawarAa which 
real respect iTor the object beloved contributes 
nothings and over which reason has no power. 
The Scottish songster on the contrary is calcula- 
ting and sober — frequently checking himself in 
the height of his rapture from the consideration 
of consequences, and resolving nobly to struggle 
with his passion, and be for ever unhappy, rather 
than place the dear object of his affections in a 
situation which he considers unworthy of her— >. 
yea, we sometimes find him, breathing out the 
most ardent strains of love and admiration, where 
he has resolved never to attempt gaining anything 
like a retorn (Mf affections-conscious that the fair 
object could not make any such return, without 
losing something, even in his estimation. Of this 
most delicate feeling, I cannot deny myself the 
pleasure of transcribing the following beautiful 
specimen. 

BONNIE LADY ANN. 

Thebe^s kames o' hinney ^tween my luve's lips^ 

An' gowd amaDg her hair. 
Her breasts are lapt in a holie veil, 

Nae mortal een keek there. 
What lips dare kiss, or what hand dare touch, 

Or what arm of lave dare span. 
The hinny lips, the creamy loof^ 

Or the waist o*^ Lady Aan? 



' She kisses the lips o* her bonnie ted Mc^ 

Wat yfi* the blobs o' dew; 
But nae gentle lip» nor semple lip^ 

Maun touch her lady mou*. 
But a broider'd belt wi' a buckle o* gowd^ 

Her jimpy wsdst maun span: 

she's an armfu* fit for heayen. 
My bonnie Lady Ann. 

Her bower casement b latticM wi^ flowers 

Tied up wi' siller thread; 
And comely sits she in the midst, 

Men^s langing een to feed : 
She waves the ringlets frae her cheek, 

Wi' her milky milky han' : 
And her every look beams wi' grace divine. 

My bonnie Lady Ann. 

The morning cloud is tasselM wi' gowd. 

Like my hive's broider'd cap ; 
An' on the mantle which my luve wears. 

Is monie a gowden drap. 
Her bonnie eebree's a hdlie arcb» 

Cast by nae earthly ban' ; 
An' the breath o' heaven's atween the lips 

O' my bonnie Lady Ann. 

1 wondering gaze on her stately steps, 

An' I beet a hopeless flame; 
To my luve, alas 1 she maunna stoop. 
It wad stain her honour'd name. 



My een tfe bttukl, they dvralion a (daee 
Where I dorena mint ta^ hoa'; 

But I water^ and tend, and luds thti lowers 
O' my bonnie Lady Ann* 

1 am but her father's gardened lad. 

An* poor poor is my fa' ; 
My auld mither gets my wee wee fee, 

Wi' -fetherless bairnies twa: 
My Lady eomes, my Lady gaes» 

Wi' a £u> and kindly han'; 
O tbeir blessing maun mix wi' my Iuve» 

An' fa' on Lady Ann. 
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Thb third and last peculiarity which I ^fhall 
hece advert to, is a spirit of dignified indepen* 
deuce. However distinguished in fesptct of beau- 
ty,, of meotal accomplishments^ or of external 
raak». the object of his wishe$: be» the Iciver, if he 
apQi!OSGhes her at all, it is on the footing of a 
most pmfect equality. If he majbes her ^K nais» 
treiiB of his cot^i and sets hei to tend his house- 
hold ttUm»*^^-ogy if he is a farmer, gives her the 
dbai^ of his dairy, invites her along with him, to 
see the peogress of his crops, and of his improvia* 
meiitS4**or, if he is a shepherd, takes her to the 
hilV t^ assist in tending the sheep and goats 
through the di^, preferring her to , his bed eind 
hife IkMwm at night, he thinks himself su£&cientl2f 
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gallant. • He is perfectly willing to ^udure all 
manner of toil,, and to submit to every privation 
for her sake ^but he expects in return a love un- 
reserved, cheerful, and confiding. In what ought 
properly to be denominated English songs (for I 
except a numerous class of songs written by 
scholars of both countries, upon classic models, 
and which in a regular classification of songs 
ought to be denominated Classic,) the lover has a 
wonderful propensity toward dying ; and has al- 
ways at hand a pretty general assortment of what 
either is, or, may readily be converted into, the 
agents of death. Not only knives and ropes, but 
rocks, and rivers, and peaceful trees, and, even 
these pretty playthings, garters and apron striagps, 
are pressed into the service, and mustered up in 
horrible array to soften the heart o€the obdurate 
fair-— and if even all these will not do, the terror 
of liis ghost haunting her steps^ and hovering, o- 
ver her bed for a thousand ^ year^ to come, Js a 
dernier ^expedient that canhot fiiilto move her. 
Against this, species of folly, the SeoUidi* pea* 
sant is sufficiently fortified by the strength. 6f 
his mind, and a vein of general good aense ;- and 
were he so far to lose respect for hitoseiff aadfer 
the understanding of his mistresay as >|o adopt it, 
I have no doubt, she would reward hin> with- a 
present of her best twined apron-slrmgy: and' tho 



ittjO0t beautiful pair of her garters^ that he migjht 
execute his delightful and manly purpose^ aa 
pleaaandy and speedily as possible^*-but-*no— 
thank God he is, and long may he continue to 
be, a very di&rent character. He is sincere in 
his affections ; and though he fdUows them out 
with warmth, xt is geuerally with honour, and 
with. some degree c^ understanding. Hence, if 
he:finds an inaurmountable aversion, on the part 
of his mistress, if he really loves her, seeing he 
knows that conjugal felicity depends entirely up- 
op, a reciprocity of tender regards, and good offi- 
ces» for her sake, as well as out of respect for 
himself, he will relinquish the pursuit ; and, con- 
soling himself with the adage common to his coun- 
try, '^ There's as gude fish i' the sea as e'er cam 
out o't," turn to a quarter where affections un- 
engaged, and modes of thinking more congenial 
wiUi his own, shaU render his attentions more 
aiCcepCable, and afford, at the same time, a fairer 
prospect, of future felicity. 

To this feeling we are indebted, for a pretty 
numerous class of Scottish songs, distinguished 
for wit„. and an inimitable vein of humour ; and 
what is more, for much of that conjugal felicity^ 
that, blesses, and adorns the tranquil vak&.pf 



Caledonia. When tbe lover intoidii only ft omom 
antary graljficatioii^ be will, indeed, find it £n 
hn interest t6 beh^fe with a little more of wluit ii| 
termed gidlantry. He may rave about darts, and 
ehains, and flames, and m^ures^ sarpassing tfaoM 
of pfuradise-— or he may weep^ and tell of tor-» 
menu felt only by the damned, aa the more ab» 
surd and extravagant he has been, the greater 
will be his enjo3rment, when, alter Inrving tn^ 
mnphed over the frail fair one, and given her up 
to all the wretchedness arising from guih, and re« 
gret, and remorse, and shame, and poverty, and 
infamy, he relates the eventful story over die 
midnight bowl, to the shame of the chaste moon^ 
and the pure stars,^ that are peacefully mlling o« 
rer hun ; to the delight of malignant spirits, thai 
are wantoning around him in all the fulness of 
infernal satisfaction; to the darkening of that 
cloud of wrath which is deepening over him ; and^ 
strange! to- electrify with all the nature of tnirth^ 
to call forth the applause, or, it may be^ to^awaheQ 
the envy of his infatuated companions* But in 
forming a connexion that is to terminate only 
with life, the case is very different. Tbe great«* 
eat candour, and the most straight forward integ^ 
rity, one would suppose, in such a case, to be 
cftterly indispensable ; and he camaot, mjmfyf be 
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die friend of his specie^,, who would Baake the 
most distant approach towards banishing from our 
songs this relic of the sterling honesty of the old- 
eix time, in order to substitute that affected and 
hollow soitinientalisniy which has already infect- 
ed every gradation ofsociety^iand threatens to 
poison all the relations of life. 

Of. this Collection the Editor would gladly a- 
Toid saying any thing. He is sensible that it has 
many defects, which no diligence on his part has 
beep able to supply. At the same time, he trusts, 
it will be foimd to contain a greater number of 
|;ood ispngs, than any former one that was accessi- 
ble to common readers; and that to the exclusion 
of many that were positively bad — and, if this shall 
be found to be the fact, the candid reader will al- 
low tl^at the original design has been in some de- 
gree accomplished. This it will be recollected was 
not merely to gratify the Antiquarian and the 
CritiCy but to supply the common Reader with 
the body of our . national song, at a cheap rate, 
and in a commodious form. To this has been ad- 
ded a number of most beautiful compositions (the 
production of men equally celebrated for learning 
and genius) though they have, perhaps, less re- 
tetion to Scotland than to Greece and Jlome, up- 
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on the model of whose admired Lyrici they arid 
evidently formed. Among these are some of the 
noblest works of genius which the English lan« 
guage can boast, and he feels not a little prouc^ 
that the humblest class of his countiymen are a« 
ble to enter into their spirit^ and fully to appre^ 
ciate their beauties. 

Ths Editor has also been favoured, by iereral 
of his friends, with a number of originals, both 
Scottii^ and Classic, which he trusts will be fouwl 
to be valuable additicms to both departments. 

Ik arranging the songs he has not adhered 
very rigidly to rule, find, perhaps,- under one 
head has made fewer subdivisions than strict clas^ 
sification required: this, however, he considered 
as a matter of no very great importance. He 
begs leave also to say, that, in all cases, to thu 
best of his judgment, he has given the most cor« 
rect editions of the songs ndiich he could fall in 
with, without being exactly sure whether they 
are verbatim as the Authors left them or not^ 
To ascertain this, is indeed a much more diiicult 
task than any one could believe, who has not en- 
tered pretty largely into the subject. Songs are 
so. often i>rinted, and that carelessly; so ofte* 



banded' fdbout in maimscript, and m often 
gated over a countiy-dde «mri»er» thai Aeymn 
mere thaa any ether specieB of oompoiifion liabte 
lo be corrapted^— indeed jou may often haire half 
a dozen editions of a song, and not tira of diem 
exactly alike — ^but neither can this, to the gen^ 
eral reader, be very interesting. To him k cer- 
tainly is of much more importance that the read- 
ing be a good one, though an interpolation, than 
that it be otfeerwise, and genuine* Some of the 
older songs will here be found fuller than in any 
printed editions commonly to be met with, some 
by verses supplied from memory, and some by 
verses, to fill up the breaks, added by the Editor, 
In some of the songs too, single lines and express- 
ions have sometimes been altered, though very 
sparingly (he is afraid some of his readers will 
think too sparingly) all which he knows to be 
grievous offences against the statute law of Criti- 
cism. But he must agun repeat, that he did not 
consider himself as labouring, for Critics, but for 
the peasantry of his country — that many of the 
works passing through his hands had already pass- 
ed through so many editions that it was impossible 
to say how much of their merit or demerit belong- 
ed to the original Authors, who had long ago ceas- 
ed to be remembered — ^that he has exercised this 
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prerogative sparingly, and never but when re- 
ligion and good manners were concerned^ and he 
^appeals from the tribwial of Criticism, to the 
taste, the good sense, and die moral feelings of 
his Countrymen. 
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W»rf^MKM><>»ff^WWtfi»*<MWii^<»#^^»<M»<tf^<MWl^^<m»#* 



O TELL ME HOW FOR TO WOO. 

MACNIELL. 

Tu»E*— " Bonme Dundee*^* 

Oh ! tell me, oh tell me, bonnie young lassie ! 

Oh tell me voung lassie how for to woo ! 
Oh tell roe, on tell me, bonnie sweet lassie ! 

Oh tell me sweet lassie how for to woo ! 
Say, maun I roose your cheeks like the\noming ? 

I^ps like the roses firesh moistenM wf dew ? 
Say, maun I roose your een*s pawkie scorning ?-*- 

Oh ! tell me, otf tell me how for to woo ! 

Far hae I wftnd^*d to see thee, dear Isssie I 

Far hae I ventur'd across the saufc sea ! 
Far hae I ventur'd owre moorland and mountain, 

Houseless, and wearie, sleepM cauld on the lea ! 
Ne'er hae I tried yet to roak luve to onie ; 

For ne'er loo'd [ onie till ance t loo'd you ; 
Now we're alane in the green wood sae bonnie f — 

Oh ! tell me, oh tdl me how for to woo ! 
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WTiat care I for your wandering, voung laddie ! 

Wliat care I for your crossing the sea ! 
It was na for naithing you left poor young Peggy; 

It was for my tocher ye cam to court me : — 
Say, hae ye gowd to busk ttie aye gaudie ? 

Ribbands, and perlins, and breast-knots enew ? 
A house that is cantie, wi' walth in't, my laddie ? 

Without this ye never need try for to woo. 

I hae na gowd to busk ye aye gaudie I 

I canna buy ribbands and perlins. enew I 
I've naithing to brag o' house, or o' plenty ! 

I've little to gie but a heart that is true — 
I cam na for tocher — I ne'er heard o* onie ; 

I never loo'd Peg^, nor e'er brak my vow, — 
I've wander'd, poor fool, for a face fause as bonnie t 

— I )ittle thought this was the way for to woo ! 

Our laird has fine houses and guineas in gowpins ; 

He's youthfu', he's blooming, and comely to see i 
The leddies are a' gaen wood for the wooer. 

And yet, ilka e'ening, he leaves them for me •'— 
O ! snft in the gloamin his luve he discloses ! 

And saftly yestreen, as I milked my cow. 
He swore that my breath it was sweeter than roses„ 

And a' the gate harae he did naething but woo. 

Ah, Jenny ! the young laird may brag o' his siller. 

His houses, his lands, and his lordly degree; 
His speeches for tnie luve may drap sweet as hinny,^ 

cBut, trust me, dear Jenny ! he ne'er loo'd like me.-— 
The wooing o* gentry are fine words o' fashion : 

The faster they fa' as the heart is least true !•— 
The dumb look o' luve's aft the best proof o' passion: ' 

— The heart that feels maist is the least fit to woo ! 

Hae na ye roos'd my cheeks like the morning ! 
*9 na ye roos'd my cherry red mou'I 

ye come owre sea, moor, and mountain, 
t mair, my dear Johnie, need ye to woo ? 
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Far hae ye wondered, I ken mv dear laddie ! 

Now that ye've found me, there's nae cause to rue; 
Wi' health we'll hae plenty^FU taivet sang gaudie, 

I ne'er wish'd for mair than a heart that is true. 

She hid her fair face in her true lover's bosom ; 

The safb tear o' transport fill'd ilk lover's e'e; 
The burnie ran sweet by their side as they sabbit. 

And sweet sang the mavis aboon on the tree. — 
He clasped her, ne press'd her, and ca'd her his hinny. 

And aften he tasted her hinny-sweet mou' ; 
And ay 'tween ilk smack she sigh'd to her Johni( 

Oh 1 laddie ! oh laddie ! iveel can ye woo. 



THE LAMMIE. 

Whar hae ye been a' day, my boy Taramy ? 
Whar hae ye been a' day, my boy Tammy ? 

Pve been by burn and flow'ry brae. 

Meadow green and mountain grey, 

Courting o' this young thing. 
Just come frae her mammy. 

And whar gat ye that young thing, my boy Tammy ? 
And whar gat ye that young- thing, my boy Tammy ? 

I gat her down in yonder bowe. 

Smiling on a broomy knowe. 

Herding ae we Lamb and ewe 
For her poor mammy. 

What said ye to the bonnie bairn, my boy Tammy ? 

What said ve to the bonnie bairn, my boy Tammy ? 
I prais d her een, sae lovely blue. 
Her dimpl'd cheek, and cherry mou* ; — 
I pree'd it aft, as ye may true ! — 
She said, she'd tell her mammy. 

As 
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I held her to my beating heart, my young, my smiling 

Lammie ! 
I held her to my beating heart, my young, my smiling 
Lammie ! 
I hae a house, it cost me dear, 
I've walth o' plenishing and gear ; 
Ye'se get it a' war't ten times mair, 
Gin ye will leave your mammy, 

The smile gade afFher bonny face — I maunna learc my 

mammy. 
The smile gade afT her bonny face — I maunna leave my 
mammy. 
She's gi'en me meat, she's gi'en me claise. 
She's been my comfort a' my days : — 
My father's death brought monie waes — 
I canna leave my mammy. 

We'll tak her hame and mak her fain, my ain kind 

hearted Lammie ! 
We'll tak her hame aud mak her fairf, my ain kind 
hearted Lammie ! 
We'll gie her meat, we'll gie her claise, 
We'll be her comfort a' her days. 
The wee thing gie's her hand, and says 
There ! gang and ask my mammy. 

Has she been to the kirk wi' thee, my boy Tammy ? 
Has she been to the kirk wi' thee, my boy Tammy ? 

She has been to the kirk wi' me. 

And the tear was in her ee, — 

But O ! she's but a young thing. 
Just come frae her mammy. 

MY ONLY JO AND DEARIE, O. 

GALL. 

Thy cheek is o' the rose's hue, 

My^only jo and dearie, O ; 
Thy neck is o* the siller dew 

Upon the bank sae briery, 0. 
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Thy teeth are o' the ivory; 

sweet's the twinkle o' thine ee : 
Nae joy, nae pleasure, blinks on me, 

My only jo and dearie, O. 

The birdie sings upon the thorn 
Its sang o' joy, fu' cheery, O. 
Rejoicing in tne simmer mom, 
Nae care to mak it eerie, O ; 
Ah ! little kens the sangster sweet, 
Aught o' the care I hae to meet. 
That gars my restless bosom beat> 
My only jo and dearie, O. 

When we were baimies on yon brae. 
And youth was blinkin bonnie, O, 

Aft^we wad daff the lee-lang day. 
Our joys fu' sweet and monie, O. 

Afl I wad chase thee o'er the lee. 

And round about the thorny tree ; 

Or pu' the wild flow'rs a' for thee, 
My only jo and dearie, O. 

1 hae a wish I canna tine, 

'Mang a the cares that grieve me» O ; 
A wish that thou wert ever mine, 

And never mair to leave me, O ; 
Then I would daut thee night apd day, 
Nae ither warldly care Pd hae, 
Till life's warm stream forgat to play; 

My only jo and dearie, O. 

THE BRAES C BALQUHITHER. 

TANNIBILL. 

Let us go, lassie, go4 

To the braes of Balquhither, 

Where the blae-berries grow 
'Mang tife bonnie Highland heatber ; 
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Where the deer and the rae> 
Lightly bounding together^ 

Sport the lang pinimer day» 
On the braes o' fialquhither. 

I will twine thee a bow'r. 

By the clear siller fountain. 
And ril cover it o'er 

Wi* the flow'rs o' the mountain ; 
I will range through the wilds, 

And the deep ^iien sae drearid, 
And return wi' the spoils. 

To the bow'r o' my dearie. 

When the rude wintry win' 

Idly rares round our dwelling. 
And the rofur of the linn 

On the night breeze is swelling, 
So merrily we'll sing 

As the storm ratdes o'er us^ 
Till the dear shieling ring 

Wi' the light^iihiog chcH'us. 

Now the simmar is in prime, 

Wi' the flow'rs richly blooming. 
And the wild mountain thyme 

A' the moorlands perfuming; 
To our iear native scenes 

Let us journey together. 
Where glad Innocence reigns 

'Mang the braes o' Balquhither* 



MY ANNA. 

GALL. 



Mow sweet is the scene at the dawning o' morning ! 

How fair ilka object that lives in the view ! 
Dame Nature the valley and hillock adorning ; 

The primrose and blue-beUs yet wet wi' the dew. 
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How sweet in the morning o' life is my Anna ! 

Her smile like the sunbeam that glents o'er the lea ! 
To wander and leaYe ber^ dear lassie, I canna, 

Fraelove and frae beauty I never can flee. 

O ! lang hae I lo'ed her, and lo'ed her fu' dearly. 

And aft hae I pree'd o' her bonnie sweet mou* ; 
And aft hae I read, in her ee blinkin' clearly, 

A language that bade me be constant and true ! 
Then others may doat on their fond warly treasure. 

For pelf, silly pelf, they may brave the rude sea ; 
.To love my sweet lassie be mine the dear pleasure, 

Wi' her let me live, and wi' her let me die ! 



GLOOMY WINTER'S NOW AWA. 

TAMNAHILL. 

Gloomy winter's now awa, 
Saft the westlin breezes blaw ; 
'Mang the birks o' S(anely shaw 

The mavis sings fu* ch eerie, O. 
Sweet the craw-flow'r's early bell 
Decks Gleniffer's dewy dell 
Blooming like thy bonnie sel*, 

My young, my artless deerie, O. 
Come, my lassie, let us stray, 
O'er Glenkilloch's sunny brae, 
Blythely spend the gowden jday. 

Midst joys that never wearie, O. 

Tow'ring o'er the Newton woods, 
Lavrocks fan the snaw white clouds ; 
Siller saughs, wi' downie buds, 

Adoru the banks sae brierie, O. 
Round the sylvan fairy nooks, 
Feath'ry breckans fringe the rock»> 
'Neath the brae the burnie jotiks. 
And ilka thing is cheerie, O. 
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Trees may bud, and birds m^ sing, 
Fbwers may tiloom, and verdure spring, 
Joy to me they canna bring, 
Unless m* tfaee^ my dearie, O. 



THE wee" THING. 



MACNEILL. 



SAW ye my wee thing i Saw ye my ain thing? 
Saw ye my true love down on yon lea ? 

Cross'd «he the meadow yestreen at the gloamin ? 
Sought she the burnie whar flow'rs the haw tree ? 

Her hair it is lint-white ; her skin it is milk-white ; 

Dark is the blue o' her saft rdlltng ee; 
Red, red her ripe lips, and sweeter than roses ;— - 

Whar could my wee thing wander frae me ? 

1 saw na your wee thinff, I saw na your ain thing. 

Nor saw I your true love down on yon lea; 
But I met my bonnie thing late in the gloamin, 
Down be the burnie whar flowVs the haw tree. 

Her hair it was lint-white; her skin it was milk-white ; 

Dark was the blue o' her saffr rolling ee; 
Red war' her ripe lips, and sweeter than roses : 

Sweet war' the kisses that she ga'e to roe. 

It was na my wee thing, it was na my ain thing. 
It was na my true love ye met by the tree : 

Proud is her leal heart ! modest her nature ! 
She never lo'ed onie till ance she lo'ed roe. 

Her name it is Mary ; she's frae Castle-Cary : 
Aft has she sat when a baifn, on my knee ;— 

Fair as your face is, war't fifly times fairer. 
Young bragger, she ne'er. )VOuld gie kisses to thee ! 
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It was then your Marj;. she's firae Caatle^ary ; 

It was llien jaur ttae love I met by the tree ; 
Proud as her l»eart is, and modest her nature, 

Sweet war' the kisses that she ga'e to me. 

Sair gloom'd his dark brow, blood-red his cheek grew. 
Wild flash'd the fire frae his red rolling ee ! — 

Ye's rue sair this morning, your boasts and your 
scorning : 
Defend ye, fause traitor ! fu* loudly ye lie. 

Awa wi' beguiling, cried the youth, smiling. — 
- Aff went the bonnet ; the Knt-white locks- flee ; 
The belted plaid fa'ing, her white bosom shawing. 
Fair stood the lov'd maid wi' the dark rolUng' ee 1 

Is it my wee thing ! is it my ain^ thiag: ! 

I* it my true love here that I see ! 
O Jamie, for^e me; your hearti's constant to me; 

ril never mair wander, dear laddie, frae thee ! 



THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM BURNS. 

BURNS. 

Tune — ^ Bevenih rf November J*^ 

The day returns, my bosom* burns. 
The blisful day we twa did meet ; 

Tho' winter wild in tempest toiFd, 
Ne'er summer-sun \^as half sae sweet. 

Than a' the pride that loads the tide,' 
And crosses o'er t$ie sultry line ; 

Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes. 

Heaven gave me more — it made thee mine. 

While day and night can bring delight, 
Or nature aught of pleasure gWe ; 

While joys above, my mind can mov9, 
For thee, and tl^ idone. Til live [ 
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When that grim foe of life below 
Comes in between to make us part; 

The iron hand that breaks our band. 
It breaks my Miss— it breaks my heart. 



THE BONNIE BRUCKET LASSIE. 

TTTLER. 

The bonnie brocket lassie. 

She's blue beneath the een 
She was the fairest lassie 

That danced on the green. 
A lad he loo'd her dearly, 

She did his love return ; 
But he his vow has broken, 

And left her for to raoura. 

My shape, she says was handsome, 

My face was fair and clean ; 
But now I'm bonnie brocket. 

And blue beneath the een. 
My eyes were bright and sparkling. 

Before that they turn'd blue; 
But now they're dull with weeping. 

And a', my love, for you. 

My person it was comaly. 

My shape they said was neat ; 
But now I am quite changed. 

My stays they winna meet. 
A' night i Bleeped soundly, 

My mind was never sad ; 
But now my rest is broken, 

Wi* thinking o* my lad. 
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O could I live in dftrkneM, 

Or hide me in tiie sen. 
Since my love is unfaitkfu]. 

And has forsaken mel 
No other loye I suffered 

Within my breast to dwell; 
In nousht I have offended 

But loving him too well. 

Her lover heard her mourning, 

As by he chanced to pass; 
And press'd unto his bosom 

The lovely brucket lass. 
My dear, he said, cease grieving; 

Since that your love's so true, 
My bonnie brucket lassie, 

1*11 faithful prove to you. 
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ETTRICK BANKS. 

On Ettrick banks, on a summer night, ^ 

At gloaming, when the sheep drave hame, 
I met my lassie, braw and tight, 

Come wading barefoot a' her lane. 
My heart grew light; I ran, and flang 

My arms about her lily neck, 
And kiss'd and clep'd her there fu' lang, 

My words they were na monie feck. 

I said, My lassie, 'will ye gang 

To the Highland hills, the Earse to learn ? 
rU gie thee baith a eow and ewe. 

When we come to the brig o' Earn : 
At Leith comes in baith meal and beef, . 

And herrings at the Broomielaw; 
Cheer up your heart, my bonnie lass. 

There's gear to win we never saw. 
Vol. I. • B 
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A' day when we hae wrought eneugh. 

When winter frosts a»d snaws b^in. 
Soon as the sun gaes west the loch^ 

At night when ye nt down to spin, 
I'll screw my pipes^ and play a spring : 

And thus the weary night we'll end. 
Till the tender kid and laml>tiine bring 

All pleasing sinsner back agsun. 

And syne when trees are in their Uoom, 

And gowans glent o'er ilka fiel> 
ni meet my lassie amang the broom. 

And lead her to my simmer shiel. 
Free frae a' their scornfu' din, 

That mak. the kindly heart their sport, 
We'll laugh, and kiss, and dance, and sing. 

And gar the langest day seem short 



THE LASS OF BALLOCHMYLE. 

BURNS. 

TwAs ev*n, the dewy fields were green, 

On ev'ry blade the pearls hang ; 
The zephyr wanton'd round the bean, 

And bore its fhigrant sweets alang : 
In ev'ry glen the mavis sang, 

All nature list'ning seem'd the while. 
Except where greenwood echoes rang, 

Amang. the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

With careless step I onward stray'd. 

My heart rejoic'd in Nature's joy. 
When musing m a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair- 1 chanc'd to spy ; 
Her look was like the morning's eye. 

Her air like Nature's vernal smile ; 
The lily's hue, and rose's dye, 

Bespake the lass o' Ballochmyle. 
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Fair 18 the mora in flowery May^ 

And sweet is night in Autnnn miM, 
When roving through die garden gay, 

Or ii?ftnd*ring in the lonely wild ; 
But woman, Natare** darKng child ! 

There all her charms she does compile; — 
Ev'n there her other works are foil'd 

By the bonnie lass o* fialiochmyle. 

had she been a country maid, 

And I the happy country swain. 
Though sheltePd in the lowest shed 

That ever rose on Scotland's plain ! 
Through weary winter's wind and rain. 

With joy, with rapture I would toil ; 
And nigbtfy to my bosom strain 

The bonme lass o' fialiochmyle. 

Then pride might climb die slinp'ry steep. 

Where &me and honours lofty shine ; 
And thirst of gold might tempt th^deep. 

Or downward dig the Indian mine* 
Give me die cot bdow the pine, ' 

To tend the flocks, or till the soil, 
And ev'ry day brings joy divine 

Wi' the bonnie lass o fialiochmyle. 



KATH'RINE OGIE. 

As walking forth to view the plain, 

Upon a morning early. 
While May's SM^eet scent did cheer my brain, 

From flowers which grew so rarely, 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty ms^ 

She shin'd, tho' it was fog^e « 
I ask'd her name : Kind Sir, she said. 

My name is Kath'rine Ogie. 
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I Stood a while, and did admire^ 

To see a nymph so statdy ; 
So brisk an air raere did appear 

In a country maid so neatly :— * 
Such natural sweetness she display'd. 

Like a lily in a bogie; 
Diana's sdf was ne'er array'd 

Like this same Kath'rine Ogie* 

Thou flow'r of females, beauty's queen. 

Who sees thee sure must prize thee; 
Though thou art drest in robes but mean. 

Yet these cannot disguise thee : 
Thy 'handsome air, and graceful look. 

Excels each clownish roguie; 
Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke. 

My charming Kath'rine Ogle. 

! were I but some shepherd swain, 
To feed my flock beside thee ; 

At bughting-time to leave the plain 

In milking to abide thee. 
I'd think mysdf a happier man, 

Wi' Kate, my club, and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thousands ten» 

Had I but Kath'rine Ogie. 

Then I'd despise th' imperial throne, .. 

And statesmen's dang'rous stations, 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 

I'd smile at conqu'ring nations. 
Might I caress, and stilt possess 

This lass of whom Fm vo^ie; 
For they're but toys, and still look less, 

Compar'd with Elath'rine Ogie. 

1 fear for me is not decreed 

So fair, so fine a creature, 
Wlv>se beauty rare makes her exceed' 
Ail other works of nature. 
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Clouds of despair surrouiid my love. 
That are both dark and foggie ; 

Pity my case ye Powers above ! 
I die for Kath'rine Ogie. 



HIGHLAND MARY. 

BURNS. 

Tune, — " Kath'rine Ogie, 



» 



Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 

The Castle o* Montgotteiy, 
Green be your woods, and feir your flow'rs, 

Your waters never drumlie. 
There simmer first unfauld her robes. 

And there the langest tarry. 
For there I took the last fareweel, 

0' my sweet H^hland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom'd the gay green birk, 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom, 
As underneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden hours, on angel wings, 

Flew o'er me, and my dearie; 
For dear to me as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' monie a vow, and lock'd embrace. 

Our parting was fu' tender ; 
And pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore ourselves asunder : 
But, Oh ! fell death's untimely frost. 

That nipt my flower so eariv ! 
Now green's the sod, and cauld's the clay. 

That wraps my Highland Mary 1 

B5 
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O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly ! 
And dos'd for aye, the sparkling glance, 

That dwelt on me s^ie Kindly ; 
And mouldering now in silent dust, 
- That heart that lo'ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core. 

Shall live mj lughland Mary. 



LOVELY JEAN. 

BURNS. 

TuKE — " Miss Admiral Gordon^s Strathspey^ 

Or a' the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west. 
For there the bonnie lassie lives, 

The lass that I lo'e best : 
Tho' wild woods grow, and rivers rctyv, 

Wi' monie a hill between, 
Baith day and night, my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flow'r, 

Sae lovely, sw^et, and fair ; 
I hear her voice in ilka bird, 

Wi' music charm the ah* : 
There's not a bonnie flow'r that springs, 

By fountain, shaw, or green, 
Nor yet a bonnie bird that sings. 

But minds me o' my Jean. 

Upon the banks o' flowing Clyde 

The lasses busk them braw; 
But when their best they^hae put on. 

My Jeannie dings them a' : 
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In hamely weeds she far exceeds 

The fairest o' the town ; 
Baith sage and gay confess it sae, 

Tbo' drest in russet gown. 

The gamesome lamb, that sucks its dam, 

Mair harmless canna be; 
She has nae faut, (if sic ye ca't,) 

Except her love for me : 
The sparkling dew, o' clearest hue. 

Is like her shining een : 
In shape and air, nane can compare 

Wi' my sweet lovely Jean. 

O blaw, ye westlin winds, Uaw saft 

Amang the leafy trees ; 
Wi' gentle gale, frae mur and dale^ 

Brin^ hame ihe laden bees. 
And bnng the lassie back to me 

That's ay sae neat and clean : 
Ae blink o' her wad banish care, 

Sae lovely is my Jean. 

What sighs and vows, amang the knowes, 

Hae past atween us twa ! 
How fain to meet, how wae to part 

That day she gaed awa ! 
The powers aboon can only ken. 

To whom the heart is seen. 
That nane can be so dear to me, 

As my sweet lovely Jean. 



n 



I LO'ED NE'ER A LADDIE BUT ANE. 

MACNEIIX. 

TuNB — ** My Lodging is on the cold ground^ 

I Lo*ED ne'er a laddie but ane. 

He lo'ed ne'er a lassie but me; 
He's willing to mak me his ain. 

And his ain I'm willing to be : 
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He has coft me a rokelay o' blue. 
And a pair o' mittens o' green ; 

The price was a kiss o* my mou*. 
And I paid him the debt yestreen. 

Let ithers brag weel o' their gear, 

Their land, and their lordlie degree; 
I carena for ought but my dear. 

For he's ilka thing lordlie to me : 
His words are sae sogar'd, sae sweet ! 

His sense drives ilk fear far awa ! 
I listen«--poor fool ! and I greet, 

Yet how sweet are Ithe tears as they fa' ! 

Dear lassie, he cries wi' a jear. 

Ne'er heed what the auld anea will say; 
Though we've little to brag o' — ne'er fear; 

What's gowd to a heart that is wae ? 
Our laird has baith honours and wealth, 

Yet see how he's dwyniog wi' care ; 
Now we, tbo' we've naedung but healtli. 

Are cantie and leel evermair. 

O Marion ! the heart that is^tnie 

Has something mair costly than gear; 
Ilk e'en it has naething to rue ; 

nk morn it has naeUiing to fear ; 
Ye warldlings 1 gae, hoard up your store, 

And tremble for fear ought ye tyne ; 
Guard your treasures wi' lock, bar, and door. 

While here in my arms I lock mine ! 

He ends wi' a kiss and a smile—* 

Waes me ! can I tak it amiss ! 
My laddie's unpractis'd in guile, 

He's ft'ee ay to daut and to kiss ! 
Ye lasses wha lo'e to torment 

Your wooers wi' fause scorn and strife, 
Play your pranks*— I hae ^en my consent. 

And the night I am Jamie's for life. 
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THE BANKS OF THE DEVON. 

BURNS. 

How pleasant the banks of the clear winding Devon, 

With green spreading bushes and flow'rs blooming fair 1 
But the bonniest flow'r on the banks of the Devon, 

Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr. 
Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower. 

In the gay rosy morn as it bathes in the dew ; 
And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower. 

That steals on the ev'ning each leaf to renew. 

O spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes. 

With chill hoarv wing, as ye usher the dawn ! 
And far be thou distant, thou reptile, that seizes 

The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn ! 
Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies. 

And England, triumphant, display her proud rose; 
A fairer than either adorns the green vallies. 

Where Devon^ sweet Devon, meandering flows. 



BESSIE'S LAMENTATION. 
TuKE^-^**Jessie the Flower o' Dumblane" 

Bt the side of yon river, as Bessie sat sighin' 

Lamenting her Jamie frae faer far awa. 
The last sound o' the bell on the night-breeze was dyin'. 

And ulent around her the dew-drops did fa' : 
O ! welcome, she oried, thou sweet hour o' devotion i 

O rise, bonnie moon, hear a voung lassie's ca' ; 
Shine clearly, an' witness my full heart's emotion : 

I'll think on my Jamie, tho' he be awa. 

! gin he was here, or gin I had ^en wf him :— 
But whisht my fond heart, he will quickly return ; 

My arms shall enfauld him ; soon, soon shall I see him. 
An' ne'er on this bank again lanely 111 mourn. 
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An' thou, bonnie moon, wfaa'st beheld my sad wailin', 

O tell it to Jamie, O tell it him a' ; 
While gazin' on thee, owre the deep as he's sailin', 

O ! fair be the breezes aroun' him that blaw. 

How sweet is't to «ee thee shine clearly an* bonnie, 

On the gay fiel's o* hairst, or the silvery «naw — 
How sweet are these scenes ! but far sweeter than onie 

The lad to me dearest, tho' he be awa ; 
For what to me's Nature, tho'varied in feature ; 

Without him — nae joy can it gie me ava ; — 
O ! come then, my laddie, O come, biona later. 

For drearie's the dme whan frae me ye're awa. 



^%%^^»o%%>» 



THE BROOM OF COWDENKNOWES. 

How blythe was I ilk mom to see 
My swain come o'er the hill ! 

He leap'd the burn, and flew to me, 
I met him wi' good- will. 

O, the broom, the bonnie bonnie broom, 
TThe broom of the Cqwdenknotves / 

/ wish I were %Jo€ my dear swain, 
Wi* his pipe and my ewes, 

1 neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
While his flocks near me lay ; 

He gathered in my sheep at night. 
And cheer'd me a' the day. 

O, the broom, ^c. 

He tun'd his pipe and reed sae sweet, 

The birds stood list'ning by ; 
Ev'n the dull cattle stood ana gaz'd, 

Cbarm'd wi' his melody^ 

O, the broom, i^c. 
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While thus we meut our time by turnfi. 

Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envied not the fairest dame. 

Though e'er so rich and gay. 

O, the broom, ^cu 

Hard fate ! that I should banish'd be. 

Gang heavily, and mourn, 
Because I lov'd the kindest swaia 

That ever yet was bom. 

O, the broom, 4*^. 

He did oblige me ev'ry hour ; 

Could I but falthfu' be ? 
He staw my heart ; could I refuse 

Whate'er be ask'd of me ? 

O, the broom, ^c, , 

My doggie, and my little kit, 

That hdd my wee soup whey. 
My plaidie, broach, and crooked stick. 

Maun now lie useless by. 

O, the broom, S^, 

Adieu, ye Cowdenknowes, adieu ! 

Fareweel a' pleasures there ! 
Ye gods, restore me to my swain. 

It's a' I crave or care. 

O, the broom, ^e» 

THE Rosy BRIER. 

TuNE^— *' / wish my love were in a mire,** 

O BONNIE was yon rosy brier. 

That blooms sae far frae haunt o' man ;, 
And bonnie she, and, ah ! how dear I 

It shaded frae the e'eniq^ sun. 
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Yon rosebuds in the morning dew, 
How pure amang the leaves sae green ; 

But purer was the lover's vow 
They witness'd in their shade yestreen. 

AH in its rude and prickly bower. 

That crimson'd rose, how sweet and fair. 

But love is far a sweeter flower, 
Amid life's thorny path o' care. 

The pathless, wild, and wimplin burn, 
Wi' Chloris in my arms, be mine ; 

And I the world, nor wish, nor scorn. 
Its joys and griefs alike resign. 



O WAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN. 

BURNS. 

Tune — ** FU gang nae mair to yon town** 

O WAT ye wha's in yon town. 

Ye see the e'ening si^n upon ? 
The fairest maid's in yon town. 

That e'ening sun is shining on. 
Now haply down yon gay green shaw. 

She wanders by yon spreading tree ; 
How blest ye flow'rs that round her blaw ! 

Ye catch the glances o* her ee. 
How blest ye birds that round her sing. 

And welcome in the blooming year; 
And doubly welcome be the spring, 

The season to my Jeanie dear. 

The sun blinks blythe on yon town, 
Amang yon broomy braes sae green; 

But my delight in yon town. 

And dearest pleasure, is my Jean, 
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Without my love, not a' the charms 

Of paradise could yield me joy ; 
But gie me Jeanie in my arms, 

And welcome Lapland's drearie sky. 
My cave wad be a lover's bower, 

Tho' raging winter rent the air ; 
And she a lovely little flower, 

"that I wad tent and shelter there. 

O sweet is she in yon town, 

The sinking sun's gaun down upon ; 
The dearest maid's in yon town, 

His setting beam e'er shone upon. 
If angry fate be sworn my foe. 

And suflfring I am doom'd to bear, 
I'll careless quit aught else below ; 

But spare, Oh ! spare me Jeanie dear. 
For whUe life's dearest blood is warm, 

My thoughts frae her shall ne'er depart 
For as most lovely is her form. 

She has the truest, kindest heart. 



THE BUSH ABOON TRAQTTAIR. 



DR. STEWART. 

Hear me, ye nym{)hs, and ev'ty swain^ 

I'll tell* how P^^^ grieves me ; 
Tho' thuB I knguish and complain, 

Alas ! she ne'er believes me. 
My vows and sighs, like silent air. 

Unheeded never move her ; 
The bonnte bush* aboon'Traquair, 

'Twas ibi&ee i first did love her. 
Vol. I. C 
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That day she smil'd, and made me glad. 
No maid seem'd ever kinder; 

I thought myself the luckiest lad, 
So sweetly there to find her. 

I try'd to soothe my am'rous flame. 
In words that I thought tender : 

If more there pass'd, I'm not to blame ; 

I meant not to offend her. 

• 

Yet now she scornful flies the plain. 

The fields we then frequented; 
If e'er we meet she shows disdain. 

She looks as ne'er acquaiiited. 
The bonnie bush bloom'd fair in May ; 

Its sweets I'll aye remember ; 
But now her frowns make it decay ; 

It fades as in December. 

Ye rural pow'rs who hear my strains. 

Why thus should P^gy grieve me? 
Oh I make her partner in my pains ; 

Then let her smiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn despair ; 

My passion no more tender ; 
I'll leave the bush aboon Traquair; 

To lonely wilds I'll wander. 



ROSLIN CASTLE. 

HEWIT. 

'TwAs in that season of the year, 
When all things gay and sweet appear. 
That Colin wiUi the morning ray, 
Arose and sung his rural lay. 
Of Nannie's charms the shepherd sung, 
The hills and dales with Nannie rung ; 
While Rosiin castle heard the swain. 
And echoed back the cheerful strain* 
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Awake, sweet Muse ! the breathing spring 
With rapture warms, awake and sing ! 
Awake and join the vocal throng, 
Who hail the morning mth a song : 
To Nannie raise the cheerful lay ; 
O ! bid her haste and come away ; 
In sweetest smiles herself adorn. 
And add new graces to the mom ! 

O hark, my love ! on ev'ry snray. 
Each feathePd warbler tunes nis lay; 
'Tis beauty fires the ravished throng. 
And love inspires the melting song : « 
Then let my raptur'd notes arise. 
For beauty darts from Nannie's eyes. 
And love my rising bosom warms. 
And fills my soul with sweet alarms. 

O come, my love ! thy Colin's lay 

With rapture calls, . O come away ! 

Come, while the mu^e this wreath shall twine 

Around that modest brow of thine. 

O ! hither haste, and with thee bring 

That beauty blooming like the spring. 

Those graces that divinely shine. 

And charm this ravished breast of mine ! 



THE BIRKS OF INVERMAY. 

MALLET. 

The smiling mom, the breathing spring. 

Invite the tuneful birds to sing. 

And while they warble from each spray, 

Love melts the universal lay. 

Let us, Amanda, timely wise. 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 

And in soft raptures waste the day, 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 
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The laTrock's now, and lintwhites sing ^ 
Tlie rocks around with echoes ruig ; 
The mavis, and the Uackbird^s lay. 
In tuneful strains do* glad the day ; 
The woods now wear their summer suits; 
To mieth all nature now invites :^ 
Let us be blythesoroe then, and gay, 
Amangj the birks of Invennay. 

Behold the hills and vales around. 
With lowing herds and flocks abound : 
The wanton kids, and frisking lambs. 
Gambol and dance about theu: dams : 
The busy bees with humming noise. 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 
Let us like them, then sing and play 
Amang the birks of Invermay. 

Hark, how the waters, as they fall. 
Loudly, my love, to gladness call ; 
The wanton waves sport in the beams. 
And fishes play throughout the streams ; 
The circling sun behold advance, 
And all the planets round him dance: 
Let us as jovial be as they, 
Amang the birks of Invermay. 

But soon the winter of the year. 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy lovely bloom will fade. 
As that will strip the verdant shade : 
Our taste of pleasure then is o^er. 
The feather'd songsters are no more ; 
And when they droop, and we decay. 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 
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BLUE-EYED ANNE. 

FLETCHER. 

TvNE— " Miss Forhes' FareweU to Banff:* 

Nine times bleak winter's cranreuch snell 

Despoil'd o' bloom the dained lea. 
And mne times has the primrose pale 

Spread round the dells of Coir-in-shee, 
Since, where Mountstuart's dusky groves 

Wave o*er yon foaming distant sea, — 
f, blushin', own'd my youthful love. 

And Bluc*eyed Anne reprov'd na me. 

IVha then could think our joys wad fade ! 

Love's dearest pleasures a' we knew ; 
And not a cloud was seen to shade 

The blissful scenes young fancy drew : 
But, ah ! misfortune overcasts 

Our faurest hopes full oft we see : — 
Alas ! I've borne her rudest blast. 

Yet Blue-eyed Anne still smiles on me. 

Now safe retir'd, no more Fll stray 

Ambition's faithless path alang. 
But calmly spend the careless day 

Dunoon's green winding vales amang : 
And aft I'll climb this hoaiy pile. 

When spring revives each flower and tree. 
To view yon sweet sequester'd isle, 

Whare Blue-eyed Anne first smil'd on me. 



DINNA THINK, BONNIE LASSIE. 

O DiNNA think, bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee; 
Dinna think, bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee ; 
Dinna think, bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee ; 
I'll tak a stids into my hand, and come again and see t^ 

C3 
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Par's the gate yehae to gang, dark's the night and eerie, 
Fur's the gate ye hae to gang, dark's the night and eerie. 
Par's the ^ate ye hae to gang, dark's the night and eerie, 
O stay this ae night m* yqiir love, and dinna gang and 
leave me. 

It's but a night and hauf a day that I'll leave my dearie; 
But a night and hauf a day that I'll leave my dearie : 
But a night and hauf a day that I'll leave my dearie ; 
Whene'er the sun gaes west the loch, I'll come again and' 

see tnee. 
Dinna gang, my Imnnie lad, dintia gang and leave me ; 
Dinna gang, my bonnie lad, dinna gang and leave me ; 
When a' the lave are sound asleep I am dull and eerie. 
And a' the lee-lang night I'm sad, wi* thinking on my 

dearie. 

O dinna think bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee ; 
Dinna think, bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee ; 
Dinna tiiink, bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee ; 
Whene'er the sun gaes out o' sight I'll come again and 

see thee. 
Waves are rising o'er the sea, winds blaw loud and fear 

me; 
Waves are rising o'er the sea, winds blaw loud and fear 

me;. 
While the winds and waves do roar, I am wae and 

drearie, 
And gin ye lo e me as ye say, ye winna gang and leave me. 

O never mair, bonnie lassie, will I gang and leave thee; 
Never mair, bonnie lassie, will I gang and leave thee ; 
Never jtiair, bonnie lassie, will I gang and leave thee ; 
E'en let the warld gae as it will, I'll stay at hame and 
cheer thee. 
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Frae his hand he coost his &tick, I winna gang and leave 

thee ; 
Threw his plaid into the neuk, never can I grieve thee; 
Drew his boots, and fbng.them by, cried, my lass be 

cheerie. 
rU kiss the t^ar frae aff thy cheek, and never leave my 

dearie. 



O LET ME IN THIS AE NIGHT. 

BURNS. 

O LASSIE, art thou sleeping yet ? 
Or art thou waukin 1 would wit ? 
For love has bound me h«nd and foot. 
And I would fain be in, jo. 

O let me in thiit ae n^hl. 

This ae, ae, ae night; 
Fcr piti/*s sake 'this ae nighty 

O rise and let me in, jo. 

Out owre the moss, out owre the muir, 
' . I came, this dark and drearie hour, 
And here I stand without the door. 
Amid the pouring storm, jo. 

O let me in, %c. 

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae star, blinks through the driving sleet; 
Tak pity on my wearie feet, 
And shield me frae the rain, jo. 
O let me in, ^c. 

The bitter blast that round me blawt * 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's; 
The cauldness o' thy heart's the cause 
Of a' my grief and pain jo. 

O let me in, ^c. 
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HER ANSWER. 

BURNS. 

O TELL na me of wind and rain. 
Upbraid na me wi' cauld disdain ! 
Gae back the gate ye cam again, 
I winna let you in, jo. 

I tell If e now this ae nighty 

This ae, ae, ae night , 
And ancefor a* this ae night, 

I winna let i/ou in jo. 

The snellest blast, at mirkest hours. 
That round the pathless wand'rcr pours. 
Is nought to iK^hat poor she endures. 
That's trusted faithless man, jo. 

/ tell ye now, S^c, 

The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed ; 
Let simple maid the lesson read, - 
The weird may be her ain, jo. 

I teU ye now, S^, 

The bird that charm'd his summer day. 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trusting, woman say 
How afl her fate's the same, jo. 

/ tell ye now, Sfc, 
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THE BRAES (X GLENIFFER. 

TAKNAHILL. 

Tune—" Bormie Dundee^* 

Keen blaws the win' o'er the braes o' Glenifier, 

The auld castle turrets are cover'd wi' snaw ; 
How chang'd frae the time when I met wi' my lover, 

Amang the broom bushes by Stanely green shaw* 
The wild flow'rs o' simmer were spread a' sae bonnie. 

The mavis sang sweet frae the green birkin tree ; 
But far to the camp they hae marchM my dear Johnie, 

And now it is winter wi* nature and me. 

Then ilk thing around us was blythesome and cheerie. 

Then ilk thing around us was bonnie and braw ; 
Now naething is heard but the wind whistling drearie, 

And naething is seen but the wide spreading snaw. 
The trees are v bare, and the birds mute and dowie, 

Theyishake the eauld drift frae their wings as they flee. 
And chirp out their plaints, seeming wae for my Johnie; 

Tis winter wi' them, and 'tis winter wi' me. 

Yon cauld sleety cloud skifl^ alang the bleak mountain. 

And shakes the dark firs on the steep rocky brae. 
While down the deep glen bawls the snaw-lQooded foun- 
tain. 

That murmur'd sae sweet to my laddie and me. 
It's no its loud roar, on the wint'ry win sweliiu' ; 

It's no the cauld blast brings the tears i' my ee; 
For O gin I saw but my bonnie Scots callan, 

The dark days o' winter were simmer to me. 
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O STAY, SWEET WARBLING WOODLARK. 

BaaNs, 

Tune — ^** Locherroch Side,** 

O STAY, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay. 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray ! 
A hapless lover courts thy lav, 

Thy soothing fond complaining. 
Agab, again that tender part, 
That I may catch thy melting art. 
For surely that would touch her heart, 

Wba kills me wi' disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind, ' 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join'd. 

Sic notes o' wo could wauken. 
Thou tells o* never-ending care ; 
O' speechless grief, and dark despair ; 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair ! 

Or my poor heart is broken ! 



THE LILY OF THE VALE. 

RAMSAY. 

Tone — ^** Ye Banks and Braes o' Bonnie Doon** 

The lily of the vale is sweet ; 

And sweeter still the op'ning rose ; 
Bat sweeter far my Mary is 

Than any blooming flower that blows. 
Whilst spring her fragrant blossoms spreads, 

I'll wander oft by Mary's side. 
And whisper saft the tender tale. 

By Forth, sweet Forth's meandering tide. 
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There will we walk at eariy dawo» 

Ere yet the sun begins to shine ; 
At eve oft to the lawn we'll tread. 

And mark that splendid orb's decline. 
The fairest, choicest flowers I'll crop. 

To deck my lovely Mary's hair ; 
And while I live, I vow and swear. 

She'll be my chief, my only care. 



HERE'S A HEALTH TO ANE I LO'E DEAR, 

BUaNS. 

TuKE — ** Here** a health to one thafi awa,** 

Hsse's a health to ane I k?e dear, 

Her^s a health to ane I lo^e dear; 

Thou art sweet at the smile when fond lovers meet 

And soft as the parting tear '^ Jessy / 

Altho* thou maun never be mine ; 

Altho' even hope is denied ; 
*Tis sweeterfor thee despairing. 

Than aught in the world beside— -Jeisy ! 

Her^s a health, S^c. 

I mourn through the gay, gaudy day. 
As, hopeless, I muse on thy charms ; 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber, 
For then I am lockt in thy arms — ^Jessy ! 

Her^s a healthy ^. 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 

I guess by the love rolling ee ; 
But, why urge the tender confession, 

'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decree — Jessy ! 

Here* 8 a healthy Sfc* 
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GLOOMY WINTER'S COME AGAIN. 

AITCHISON, 

Tune—" Gloomif Winter^s now awa** 



Gloomy winter's come again, 
Heavy fa's the sleet and rain ; 
Flaky snaw decks white the plain, 

Whare Nature bloom'd sae cheerie, O. 
Hoary frost o'erspreads the dell, 
Gilding firm each crystal rill; 
They mind me o' thy fickle sel', 

My fair yet faithless Mary, O. 
I lanely tread each trackless way, 
Whare wi' thee, Mary, I did stray ; 
My heart's oppress'd wi' grief and wae, 

Thou'rt false, and a' looks drearie, O. 

The snaw-clad hills o'ertap the cluds. 
The bares rih tim'rous thro' the wuds. 
The trees, forsaken by their buds. 

Are emblems o* my Mary, O. 
A' around deserted looks, 
Tarigles fringe the barren rocks. 
While bairnies by the ingle nooks, 

Tell tales that mak theiii eerie, O. 
Storms may rage» and tempests roar^ 
Restless billows beat the shore, 
Joy on earth I'll find no more 

Unless I'm blest wi' Mary, O. 



FAIREST OF THE FAIR. 

O Nannie, wilt thou gang wi* me, 
. Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town ; 
Can silent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and russet goWn ? 
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Nae laager dreit in sjlkea sheen, 
Nae langer decked wi' jeweU rture. 

Say,, canst thou quit eadi courtly sceae, 
Where thou wast fairest of the fair, 

Nannie^ when thou'rt far awa^ 

Wilt thou not cast a.^ook bebuul ? 
Say canst thou face the ^»ky snaw^ 

Nor shrink before the warping wind ? 
O can that saft jind gentlest mien» 

Severest hardafaips^ l^arn to hear. 
Nor sad regret each courtly scene. 

Where £ou .was fairest of the fair ? 

O Nannie, canst thou love so true^ 

Thro^ perils keen wi* me to gae ? 
Or when thy swain nishi^ shall rue, 

To diare with him tjbe pang 'Of wae, 
And when invadix^ pains.befml^ 

Wilt thou assume the nursed care. 
Nor wishful those gay scenes recall, 

Where thou wast Purest of the fair? 

And wh«n at last tfagr Iotg shall die^ 

Wijit thou receive his iMicting breath ? 
Wilt thou rq)ress each struy^gling skh. 

And cheer with snules^the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou Q?er his much-lov'd day, 

Strew flowars and drop the tender tear ? 
^^Nor then regret those scenes so gay, 

WheiQ thou wast fairest of ie fair ? 

Mr NANNH. O, 

BjgHiKD yon hills where Lugar flows, . 

'IVJang moors and mosses many, O, ' 
The wintry sun the dtiy has clos'd. 

And 1*11 awa to Nannie^t O- 
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The westlin wind blaws loud and shrill ; 

The night's baith mirk and rainy, O; 
But I'll get my plaid, and out Til steal, 

And o'er the hill to Nannie, O. 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, and young ; 

Nae artfu* wiles to win ye, O : 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad b^^ile my Nannie, O. 
Her face is fair, her heart is true. 

As spotless as she's bonnie, O ; 
The opening gowan, wat wi' dew, 

Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 

A country lad is my degree. 

And few there be that ken me, O ; 
But what care I bow few they be? 

I'm welcome aye to Nannie, O, 
My riches a's my penny fee. 

And I maun guide it cannie, O ; 
But warl's gear ne'er troubles me, 

My thoughts are a' my Nannie, O. 

Our auld gudeman delights to view 

His sheep and kye thrive bonnie. O ; 
But I'm as blythe that bauds his pleugh. 

And has nae care but Nannie, O. 
Come weel, come wae, I carenal>y, 

I'll tak what Heaven will send me, O; 
Nae ither care in life hae I, 

But live and love my Nannie, Q. 



THE LASSIE I LOO BEST OF A\ 

BURNS, JDN. 

Hae ye seen, in the calm dewy morning. 
The red-breast wUd warbling sae clear; 

Or the low-dwelling, snow-breasted gowan, 
Surcharg'd wi' mild e'ening's soft tear ? 
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O, f hen ye hae seen my dear lassie, 

The ksde I loo best of a' ; 
But far frae the hame o' my lassie, 

I'm monie a.lang mile awa. 

Her hair is the wing o* the blackbird, 

Her~eye is die eye o' the dove, 
Her lips are the rich blushi^e rose-bud. 

Her bosom's the palace. oflove^ 
Tho' green be thy t»nks 6 sweet Clutha ! 

Thy beauties ne'er charm me ava ; 
Forgive me, ye maids o' sweet Clutha ! 

My heart is wi' her that's awa. 

O love, thou'rt a dear fleeting pleasure ! 

The sweetest we mortals here know ; 
But soon is thy heaven, bright beaming, 

O'ercast with the darkness of wo. 
<As the moon on the oft-changing ocean, 

Delights the lone mariner's eye, 
Till red rush the storms of the desert. 

And dark billows tumble on high. 



ROY'S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH. 

MB8. SRAXT. 

Roy^s toife of Aldivalhch, 
Jiot/*s mfe of AldivaUoch^ 
Wat ye how the cheated me. 
As I cam o^er the braes of BaUoch* 

She vow'd, she swore, she wad be mine ; 

She said she lo'ed me best of onie ; 
8ut ah ! the fickle faithless quean. 

She's ta'en the carle, and left her Johnnie. 

Bot^s wife, 4^0. 
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' O she was a cande quean, 

Weel could she dance the Highlmd walloch ; 
How happy I, had she been sofne. 
Or I'd been Roy of Akl^|0l0ch* 

Her hair sae iair, her eeit sae elear, 
Her wee bit tooo sae sweet and bomiie ; 

To me she ever wfll be dear, 
Though she^s for ever Mt her Johnnie* 

Ito^*s wife, 4rc» 
THE HILLS 6* GALLOWA. 

CUNNINGHAM. 

Ttmu^** The Lee MigJ' 

Amang the blrksy sae biythe and gay» 
I met my Julia hameward gaun ; 

The linties chantin on the spray. 
The lammies lowpit on the lawn : 
On ilka swaird the hay was mawn : 

The braes wi' gowans bnskit braw; 
An' gloamin 8 plaid o* grey was tbrawn 

Out o^er the bills o' Galldva. 

Wi' music wild die woodlands rang. 

An' fragrance wingM alang the le^, 
When down we sat, the fiowers amang, 

tJpon the banks o* stately Dee : 

My Julia's arms endrcled me; 
Then sweetil^ slade the honra awa, 

Till dawnmg coost a glimmering, ee 
Upon the hills o' Galiowa. 

It is na ows«}, sheep, an' kye, 

It is na gowd, it is na gear» 
This lifted ee wad hae, quo j^ 

The warl's drumKe gloom to cheer; 
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But gie to me my Julia dear. 
Ye powers wfaa rule this yirtben ba% 

An' O sae blythe through life I'll steer 
Aaiang die hills :q' Gallowa. 

When gloamin' daunders up'the hill. 

An' our gndeman ca's hame the cows. 
Wi' her I'll trace the mossy rill . 

That through the rashes dimpled rows; 

Or tint amang the skro^^ knowes. 
My birken pipe I'll sweetly blow. 

An' sing the streams, thastraths, and howes, 
The hills aqf dales o' Gallowa. 

it . 

An' when auld Scotland's heathy hills. 

Her rural nymphs* an' jovial swsuns, 
Her flow'ry wilds an' wimplin rills. 

Awake nae mair my cantie strains; 

Where fHendship dwells, an' freedom reigns, 
Where heather blooms, and moor-cocks craw, 

O dig my grave, an' lay my banes 
Amang the hills o' Gallowa, 



■%^'»>%'%»'% % %% 



LOCH-ERROCH SIDE. 

As I came by Loch*£rroch side. 

The lofty hills surveying. 
The water clear the heather blooms, 

Their fragrance sweet conveying, 
I met, unsought, my lovely maid, 

I found her like May morning ; 
With graces sweet, and charms so rare, 

Her person^all adorning. 

How kind her looks, how blest was I, 
While in. my arms I press'd her ! 

And she her wishes scarce conceal'd. 
As fondly I caress'd her. 

D5 
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She said, if that your heart be true» 
If constantly you^U love me, 

I heed not care, nor fortune's irowni^. 
For nought but death shalL aaove mev 

But fakhfttl, loving^ tme, and Jkind, 

For ever you shaH find me» 
And of our meeting here so sweet, 

Loch-£rroch side sbaU mind me.^ 
EnrgptoPd then. My loRrely kas, 

I cried, BO more we'll tarry 1 
IVe'Jl leave the fiur Loch-£rrodi side» 

For lovers soon should marry. 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE. 

BUaNS. 

TuNi— ** Solder's DockterJ' 

Wilt thou be my dearie ! 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 

wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 
By the treasure of my soul, 
That's the love I bear thee ! 

1 swear and vow that only thou 
Shall ever be my dearie* 

Only thou, I swear and vow. 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me ; * 
Or if thou wilt na be my ain. 
Say na thou'lt refuse me : 
Ifitwinna, cannabe. 
Thou for thine may chuse me. 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, , 
Trusting that ibaa lo'es me. 
Lassie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
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BANKS OF BOON. 

.nnuii. 

Ye banks «itd braes a' boBnie Doon, 

How can ye bloom so fresh and fair ? 
How can jer blue stream row sae dear. 

An' I sae wearie fu* o' care ? 
Ye'Il break my heart, ye little bird^ ^ 

That wanton thro' the flow'ring thonv 
Ye mini nie a*^ departed joys, 

Departed never to return* 

Aft hae I roam'd by bonoie Dood, 

To see the roj»e and woodbine twine> 
While Oka bird sang o' Hs luve« 

And fondly sae £dl o* mine, 
wr heartsome glee I pu*d a rose^ 

The sweetest on its thorny tree; 
But mv fause luve has stown the rose. 

And left the thorn behind wi' me. 

Ye roses,, blaw your bonnie blooms. 

And ^aw the wild birds bv the bum ; ^ 
For JUiman- promised me a nng, 

And ye maun aid me should I mourn. 
Ah ! iia» aa, ye needna mourn. 

My een are dim and drowsy worn j 
Ye bonnie birds, ye needna sing, 

For Luman never can return. 

My Lu man's lore, kk broken sighs. 

At dawn of day \iy Qoon ye'se hear. 
And mid-day, by the willow green. 

For him I'll shed a silent tear. 
Sweet bttds, I ken ye'U pity m<^ 

And join me wi' a plantWe a9ng» 
While echo wakes and ioIas the man« . 

I mak for him I la'ed sae Iftng* 
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POOR MARY ANNE. 

Mas. ONE. 

Tune—" Ar hydy nosP 

Here beneath this willow sleepeth 

Poor Mary Anne, 
One whom all the village weepeth, . 

Poor Mary Anne ! 
He she lov'd her passion slighted. 
Breaking all the vows he plighted ; 
Therefore life no more delighted 

Poor Mary^ Anne. 

Pale thy cheek grew, where thy lover. 

Poor Mary Anne ! 
Once could winning charms discover; — 

Poor Mary Anne I 
Dim those eyes, so sweetly speaking 
When true love's expression seeking; — 
Oh 1 we saw thy heatt was breaking. 

Poor Mary Anne 1 

Like a rose we saw tliee wither. 

Poor Mary Anne 1 — 
Soon, a corpse we brought thee hither. 

Poor Mary Anne !— 
Now, our evening pastime flying, 
We in heartfelt sorrow vying, 
Seek this willow softly sighing 

* Poor Maiy Anne !* 



SONG. 

MRS. OPIE. 



Yes, Mary Anne, I freely grant 
The charms of Henry's eyes I see ; 

But, while I gaze, I something want,- 
I want those eyes to gaze on m& 
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And I aUow, m Heniry's bearC 
Not Envy's self a fimh can see; 

Yefe stili I must one imk iitipart,r— 
I wish diat heart to sigh tot me. 



SONG. 



JOtS. OPUE. 



I KNOW you fialse^ I know yon vain. 
Yet still I cannot break my cham : 
Though with those tips so sweetty smmng^ 
Those eyes so bright and so b^imling. 
On every youth by turns you smile, 
And ev^rjr joi:^ by tiutis beigiiite, . 
Yet still enchant and still deceive me, 
Do all things, fatal Msf^ut leave m*e. 

Still let ne in diese speaking eyes 

Trace idi your feeHags as they ate ; 

Still from those lips in crimson swdUng^ I 

Which seem of soil delights the dwelHng, 

Catch tones of sweeknessy wiiich the soul . 

In fetters ever new Contnal ; 

Nor let my starts of passioti grieve chee,-^ 

Though death to sta^ 'twere iteatb to leave thee. 



FORGET ME NOT. 

MEs- orns. 

Go, youth beloved, in distant glades. 
New friends, new hopes, new joys to find ! 
Yet sometimes deign, midst faurer maids. 
To think on her thou leav'st behind. 
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Thy love, thy fate, dear youth, to share 
Must never be my happy lot : 
But thou may'st grant this humble prayer. 
Forget me not ! forget me not 1 

Yet, should the thought of my distress 
Too painful to thy feelings be. 
Heed not the wish I now express. 
Nor ever deign to think on me : 
But Oh ! if grief thy steps attend. 
If want, if sickness be thy lot. 
And thou require a soothing friend, 
Foi^et me not ! forget me not ! 



THE BONNIE WEE THING. 

BURNS. 

Bonnie wee thing, canny wee thing, 

-Lovely wee things wert thou mine, 
I wad wear thee in my bosom, 

Lest my jewel I should tine* 
Wishfully I look and languish 

In that bonnie face o' thine; 
An' my heart it stounds wi' anguish. 

Lest my wee thing be* na mine. 

Wit, an* grace, an* love, an' beauty 

In ae constellation shine ; 
To adore thee is my duty. 

Goddess o' this soul o mine 1 

Bonnie wee thing, &c. 
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COUNTRY LASSIE. 

BURNS. 

In simmer, when the hay was mawn. 

And corn wav'd green in ilka field. 
While clover blooms white o'er the lea. 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Blythe Bessie in the milkin shiel'. 

Says, ril be wed, come o't what will : 
Out spak a dame in wrinkl'd eild, 

O* guide advisement comes nae ilL 

It's ye hae wooers mony a ane. 

And lassie, ye*re but young, ye ken ; 
Then wait a wee, and (fanny wale 

A routfaie butt, a routhie ben : 
There's Johnnie o' the Biiskie Glen, 

Fu' is his barn, fu' is his byre; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen, 

It's plenty beets the lover's fire. 

For Johnnie o' the Buskie Glen 

I dinna care a single fiie ; 
He lo'es sae weel his craps and kye. 

He has nae love to spare for me : 
But blythe's the blink o' Robie's ee. 

And weel I wat he lo'es me dear; 
Ae blink o' him I^wadna g^e 

For Buskie Glen an' a' his gear. 

O thoughtless lassie, life's a faught. 
The canniest gate, the strife is sair ; 

But ay fu' han't is fechtin best, 
A hungry care's an unco care : 

But some will spend, and some will spare, 
. An' wilfu' fouk maun hae their wiU ; 

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair, 
Kee() mind, that ye maun drink Uie yill. 
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O gear wtU bu^ me r%g8 o^ Hmd, 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye, 
But the tender heart o' Icesome luve, 

The gowd and siller canna buy. 
We may be poor, Robie and I ; 

Light 18 the burden luve lays pn; 
Content amd loTe brings peace and joy : 

What mair hae queens upon 9 throne? 



FAIR £LIZA. 

BUENS, 

Gaelic A^, 

TuB^ again, thou hk Eliga 1 

Ae kind blink before we pwft 1 
Rue ou thy djespeinng lover { 

Canat thim break hi» faithliii heqrt? 
Turn again, thoi) fair Eliza ! 

If to love thy heart denies. 
For pity bide the cniel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disgune. 

TheQ, dear nuud ! hae I oiiiiidfid? 

Tlie f^esca is loving thoe ; 
Canst thou wreck his peace for evar* 

Wha for thine wad gladlj; die ? 
While the life beats in my bosom, 

Thou shalt mix in itka throe 
Tom again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile en me bestow. 

Ket the bee iipoa tiie^ blowoim 
In the. pride a' 9UJ9iiy Wfom 

Not the little sparting fmy^ 
All beneatb we siQWier npon; 
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Not the poet, in the uioment 

Fancy lightens in his ee. 
Kens t^e pleasure, feels the rapture. 

That thy presence gies to me. 



SONG FROM MARMION. 

WALTER SCOTT, £SQ. . 

Where shall the lover rest. 

Whom the fates sever 
From his true maiden's .breast. 

Parted for ever? 
Where, through groves deep and hick 

Sounds the far billow, 
Where early violets die. 

Under the willow, 

Mleu hro. Soft sh&ll be his pillow, 

•There, through the summer day. 

Cool streams are laving. 
There, while the tempests sway. 

Scarce are boughs waving; 
There thy rest shalt thou take,' 
Parted for ever, . . " 

Never again to wake, .V 
"Never, O never, 

Blew lor o. Never, O never. 

Where shall the traitor rest. 

He the deceiver, 
Who could win maiden's breast. 

Ruin, and leave her ? 
In the lost battle, 

Borne down by the flying. 
Where mingles war's rattle. 

With groans of the dying, 

, ^leuloro. There shall he be lyiijff. 
Voul. ^ ^^ 
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Her wing shall the eagle flap. 

O'er the false hearted; 
His warm blood the wolf shall lap. 

Ere life be parted; 
Shame and dishonour sit 

By his grave ever; 
Blessing shall hallow it-— 

Never, O never, 

Eleu loro. Never, O never. 



YOUNG LOCHINVAR. 

WALTEa SCOTT, SSQ. 

O ! YOUNG Lochinvar has come out of the west. 
Through air the wide border his steed was the best; 
And, save his good broad sword, he weapons had nonoj 
He rode all unann'd, and he rode all alone. 
So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war. 
There never was knight like the young LochiiiTar. 

H»j^d' not for brake, and he stopp'd not for stone, 
^HeVva-the Eske river where ford there was none; 
But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate. 
The bride had consented, die gallant came late: 
For a la^ard in love, and a dastard in war. 
Was to wed the fair Helen of brave Lochinvar. 

So boldly he .entered the Netherby Halt, 
Among bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers and all; 
Then spake the bride^s father, his hand on his sword, 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word,) 
** O come ye in peace here, or come ve in war. 
Or to dance at our bridat, young lord Lochinvar?** 

*^ I long woo'd your daughter, my suit you deny'd;-^ 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tid^-*- 
And now I am come, with this lost love of m^e 
To lead but one neaiurey drink one cup of wine* 
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There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far, 
Iliat would gladly be bride to the you6g Lochinvar." 

The bride kissed the goblet; the knight took it up, 
He quaff 'd off the wine, and he threw down th^ cup. 
She looVd down to blush, and she looked up to sigh. 
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, e'er her mother could bar — 
^ Now tread we a measure!" said young Lochinvar. 

So stately his form, and so lovely her face. 
That never a hall such a galliard did grace; 
While her mother did fret, and her father did fume. 
And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume; 
And the bride-maidens whisperM, 'twere better by far 
To have match'd our fair cousin with young Lochinvar. 

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear. 
When they reach'd the hall-door, and the charger stoo4 

near; ^ 

' So light to the croup the fair lady he swung, "" 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung 1 - -^^ 
She is won ! we are gone, over bank, bush, an^^ify0$* ^ 
They'll have fleet steeds that follow, quoth yourtgXocAr. , 

invar. - » " ^* 

» •-• 
There was mounting *mong Graemes of the Netherbj 

clan; 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and^ they 

ran; 
There was racing and chacing, on Cannobie lee. 
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er -did they see. 
So daring in love, and so daunU^^ss'ln'war, "-"* - ,♦ 
Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lofchirivarj*- •*. 



^i 
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POLLY STEWART.. 

BURNS.' 

Tune — ** Ye* re wdame Charlie SteweettP 

» - * « 

O lovely Polkf Stewart j 

O charming PoUy Stewart^ 
There^s ne^er a'JUmfr that blooms in May^ 
• ^Tha^shalfioe fair as thou art. 

The flowV it blaws, it fad^, it fa's. 

And art can ne'er renew it; 
But worth and truth eternal youth 

Will gie to Polly Stewart. 

O lovely y SfC, 

Thy looks express a sweet excess. 

An' I wi' ple^ure view it, 
Wi* shape sae fine, O were it mine^ 

My charming Polly Stewart. 

O lovely y Sfc, 

In azure skies, I see thine eyes^ 

An* crystal streams avow it, 
Thy dimpl'd oheek, nae youth can mee4 

An' no love Polly Stewart. 

O lovely y SfC. 

What man could guess a country lass 
Wad be sae fine as thou art? 

Nae city belle, can thee excel, 
My pretty Polly Stewart. 

O lovely y Sfc, 



n 
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TwinM ifi ray arms wi' a' thy charms, 
Posdesfiing ^c il true heart, 

Thfb* life FH prove how dear I love 
•My pretty Polly 8tewart. 

.' O lately ^c. 



€)FT WHEN THE TEMPEST LORDS IT WIDE. 

RUSHTONl 

Tune—** Haud awafrae me Dontdd^ , 

Oft when the tempest lords it wide, 

I sldrt the roaring sea, Mary; 
Or thro' the rocky forests glide. 

And mope and brood on thee, Mary. . 
Now dark despair my mind enshrouds; 

Now hope displays her light, Mary, 
Like the wan moon midst driving clouds; 

Now muffled and now bright, Mary. 

If in the social circle press'd. 

While all around is glee, Mary; 
Unmov'd.I sit a silent guest, 

And think on love and thee, Mary. 
I see thee girt with splendid beaux. 

Yet these no torture bring, Mary : 
The butterfiie plays round the rose. 

But has nae power to stingy Mary. 

The gorgeous fool who boasts his wWtb^ 

Creates no anxious thought, Mary; 
Like mental peace, and rosy health. 

Thy love can ne'er be bought, Mary** 
But Oh ! perchance some polish'd youth. 

Well skill'd in guile and art, Mary; 
With witching tonc:ue may vow his trutb. 

And steal into thy hearty Mary* 

£9 
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Yet even theti, refus'd, depress'd. 

Nay, steep'd in blackest woe, Mary; 
Yes, even then, if thou wert btess'd, 

No more my plaint should flow, Mary, 
But Oh ! my heart declares the lie. 

Declares it then would break, Mary; 
Indeed, thou must each suit deny. 

Or oh ! my life's a wreck, Mary. 



NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE. 

MR. J. MICKLE. 

And are ye sure the news are true? 

And are ye sure he's weel? 
Is this a time to think o' wark? 

Make haste, lay by your wheel. 
Is this the time to spin a thread, 

When Colin's at the door? 
Eeach me my cloak, 1*11 to the quay, 

And see him come ashore. 

For iliere*s nae hick about the hoiue^ 

There^s nae luck at a'; 
There's little pleasure in the house. 

When our gudcTnan^s awa. 

And gie to me my bigotiet, 

My bishops' satin gown. 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife 

That Colin's come to town. 
My turkey slippers maun gae oB, 

My stockings pearly blue ; 
'Us a' to pleasure my gudeman, 

For he's baith leal and true. 

For ihere^s nae luck, 4^c» 



\ 
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Rise, lass^ and mak a clean fireside r 

Put on the muckle pat; 
Gie little Kate her button gown. 

And Jock his Sunday coat: 
And mak their shoon as black as sides. 

Their hose as white as snaw; 
It's a' to please my ain gudeman. 

For hfe s been lang awa. 

For iher^i nae luck, 8fC. 



There's twa fat hens upo' the bauk^ 
Been fed this month and mair, 

Mak haste and thraw their necks about. 
That Colin weel may fare : 

And mak the. table neat and clean,. 
Let every thing look braw; 

For wha can tell how Colin far'd, 
- When he was far awa. 

Akf there^s nae luck, S^c 



Sae true his heart, sae smooth his speech. 

His breath like cauler air; 
His very foot has music in% 

As he comes up the stair. 
And shall I see his face again ? 

And bball I hear him speak? 
I'm downright dizzy wi' the though^ 

In troth, I'm like to greet. 

For there* 9 nae luck, ^, 

The cauld blasts o' the winter wind. 
That's thirl'd thro' my heart, 

Th^'re a' btawn by, I hae him safe* 
Till death we'll never part: 
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But why should I of parting tauk? 

It may be far awa ; 
The present moment is our ain^ 

The neist we never saw. ♦ 

jFor thereat nae luck, i^c. 

If Colin.'s weel, and weel content ; 

I hae nae mair to crave ; 
And gin I Mvt to keep him sae, 

I'm blest aboon the lave. 
And shall I see bis face again? 

And shall I hear hun speak? 
I'm downright dizzy wi' toe thought^ 

In troth I'm like to greet. 

For there's nae Ittck, 4^. 



ESKDALE BRAES. 

MR. J. MICKLE. 

BV^thc banks of the crystal-streamed £sk» 
Where the Wauchope her yellow wave joini^ 

Where the lambkins on sunny braes bask. 
And wild woodbine the shepherd's bower twines. 

Maria, disconsolate maid, 

Oft sigh'd the still noontide away, 
Or by moonlight all desolate stray'd. 

While woeful she tun'd her love lay: 

Ah ! no more from the banks of. the Ewoft 

My shepherd comes cheerly along; 
Broomholm and the Deans' banks rdti^ 

To echo the pUibts of his song« - 
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No more from tdc echoes of Ewes^ 

His dog fondly barking I hear; 
No more the tird lark he pursues, 

And tells me his master draws near. 

Ah ! wae to the wars, and the pride 

Thy heroe«, O £sk, could di^lay,^ 
When with laurels they planted thy side, 

From France and from Spain borne away. 

Oh ! why did their honours decoy 
My poor shepherd lad from the shore? 

Ambition bewitch'd the vain boy, — 
And oceans between us now roar. 

Ah ! methinks his pale corpse floating by, 

I behold on the rude billows tost ; 
Unburied his scattered bones lie,— 

Lie bleaching on some distant coast. 

By this stream and the May-blossom'd thorn^ 
That first heard his love tale, and his vows,.* 

My pale ghost shall wander forlorn. 
And the willow shall weep o'er my brows. 

With the ghosts of the wars will I wail. 
In Warblaw woods join the sad throng, • 

To Hallowe'en's blast tell my tale. 
As the spectres, ungrav'd glide along. 

Still tht Ewes rolls her paly blue streamy 

Old Esk still her crystal tide pours. 
Still golden the Wauchope waves gleam. 

And still grken, O Broomholm, are thy bowiers. 

No : blasted they seem to my view. 

The rivers in red floods combine; 
The turtles their widowed notes coo. 

And mix their sad ditdes with mine; 



Discolour'd in sprrow^s dim shades 
All nature seems With me to mourn ;«-* 

But wh^ are these merry bell« playM? 
Can It be my dear Jamie's return ? 

The woodlands all May-blown appear! 

The silver stream murmurs new charms ! 
As my Jamie, sweet^milii^ draws near, 

Andy all eager^ I rush to his arms. 



WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER DOOBir 

BUBNS. 

Wha is that at my bower door? 

O ^ha is it but Findlay; 
Then gae your gate, ye'se nae be here I 

Indeed maun I, quo* Findlay. 
What maks ye sae like a thief? 

O come and see, quo' Findlay | 
Before the morn ye'li work mischief i 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Gif 1 rise and let you in? 

Let me in, quo Findlay; 
Ye'U keep me waukin wi* your din 5 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 
In my bower, if ye should stay? 

Let me stay, quo' Findlay; 
I fear ye'U bide till break o* day; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Here this night if ye remain, 

I'll remain, quo' Findlay; 
I dread ye'U learn the gate again; 

Indeed will I, quo' -Findlay^ 



lOVB SOK68; 59 



What maj pw within this bower. 

Let it pofli qno' Findlay; 
Ye matin ccmceai till yarn lait boor; 

Indeed wiU I, quo* findbx! 



THE RIGS O* BARLEY. 

VOMXU 

m 

TaNE->* Com Biff are Bommer 

It was upon a T^pnman ni^t. 

When com rip w boflnie^ 
Beneath the nioon*f imdonded l^ht, 

I held 8W8 to Annie: 
The time flew bye w? tewtiew bced. 

Till 'tween the late and early: 
Wi* sma' persuami the agreed. 

To see me through the barley. 

The sky was blae» the wind was stiD, 

The moon was shining dearly; 
J set her down, wT rig^ gnid fnU, 

Amang the rigs o* bariey: 
I kend her heart was a' my ain; 

I lov*d her most sincerdy ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rigs o* barley. 

I lodiM her in my fond embrace; 

Her heart was beating rarriy : 
My blessings on that happy pbco 

Amang Sic r^ o* boney ( • . 
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But by the moon and stars so bright. 
That shone that hour sae clearly ! 

She aye shall bless that happy nignt> 
Amang the rigs o' barley. 

I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear; 

I hae been merry drinkin*; 
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin' gear; 

I hae been happy thinkin'; 
But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

Tho' three times doubled f»rly, 
That happy night was worth them a', 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

CHORUS. 

Com rigs, and barley rigs, 
ArC com rigs are bonme: 

rU ne^er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi^ Annie. 



THE LORD'S MARIE. 

The Lord's Marie has kepp'd her locks 

Up wi' a gowden kamc, 
An' she has put on her net-silk hose, 

An' awa to the tryste has gane. 
O saft, saft, fell the dew on her locks. 

An' saft, saft, on her brow; 
Ae sweet drap fbll on her strawberry Kp^ 

An' I kiss*!! it aff I trow. 

*^ O whar gat ye that leal maiden, 

" Sae jimpy lac'd and sma'? 
^ O whar mt ye that young damfiel» 

** Wha ungs pur lasses a'? 
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*' O whar gat ye that bonnfe, bonnie laM^ 

*• Wi' heaven in her ee? 
** O here's ae drap o' the damask wine» 

** Sweet maiden will ye pree?" 

Fa* white, white was her bonnie neck. 

Twist wi* the satin twine. 
But ruddie, ruddie grew her hawse. 

While she sippM the bluid-red wine. 
" Come here's thy health young stranger doq, 

** Wha wears the gowden kame— - 
^ This nisht will moi\y drink thy health, 

'^ And Ken na wha to name.** 

Play me up ** Sweet Marie" I cry*d. 

And loud the Piper blew — 
But the Fiddler play'd ay strurUtan itrum. 

An* down his bow he threw. 
^' Here's thy kin' health wi' the ruddie red wine;, 

*' Fair dame o' the stranger land! 
*' For never a pair o-' een before 

** Could mar my gude bow hand." 

Her lips were a cloven huineyK^herrie^ 

Sae tempting to the sight ; 
Her locks owre alabaster brows, 

Fell like the morning light. 
An' light, on her hinnev breath, heaved her locks^ 

As thro* the dance she flew ; 
While luve laugh'd in her bonnie blue ee. 

An' dwalt on her comely mou. 

^ Loose hings yere broider'd gowd garter, 

•* Fair lady, dare I speak ? 
She, trembling, lift up her silky hand 

To her red, red fiushmg cheek. 
** Ye've drapp*d, ye've drapp'd your broach o' gowd^ 

* Thou Lord's dai^ter sae gay ;" 
The tears o'er-bdmm'd her bonnie blue ee^ • 

** O come, O come away.— « 
Vol, L F 
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^ O maid undo the 'siller bar, 

** To my chamber let me win, 
^ And tak this kiss, thou peasant youth, 

*' I daurna let thee in. 
'' And tak," quoth she, *' this k^me o' gowd, 

" Wi' my lock o' yellow hair, 
'' For meikle my heart forebodes to me, 

^ I never maun meet thee raair." 



SONG.— FRAGMENT. 

Here's a dud to hap its head, 
An' a clout to row the feitie o't ;— 
Here's twa arms can nurse it wed, 
Twa een can greet wi' pity o't. 
But whar's my mither a* the while ? 
She'll hear the wee, wee greetie o't- 

O lie thee still, my bonnie babe. 
Lift na thy white wee hannie, O; 
Thou art thy father frae the chin to the e^ 
Bqt sae fause as him thou cannie, OL 
O i if thou prove as fause as him, 
fhou hast nae't frae thy mammie, O. 



THE LASS OF PRESTON MJI.L, 

The lark had left the evening cloud. 

The dew fell saft, the wind was lown. 
Its gentle breath amang the flowers, 

Scarce stirr'd the thistle's tap o* dowo^ 
The dappl'd swallow left the pool ; 

The stars were blinkin' o'er the hill^ 
As I met amang the hawthorns grepn^ 

The Joyely lass q* Preston Mill, 
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Hdr naked feet amai^ the grass, 

Seem'd like twa dew-genitn'd IHles fair ; 
Her brows shone comely 'mang her locks. 

Black curling o'er her shouthers bare: 
Her cheeks were rich with blooming youth ; 

Her lips were like a hinriey well. 
And heaven seem'd looking through her een> 

The lovely lass o' Preston Mill. 

Quo' I, ^ fair lass, will ye gang wi' me 

** Whar black cocks craw, and plovers cry ? 
^ Sax hills are woolly wi' my 6heep, 

" Sax vales are lowing wi' my kye : 
'* I hae look'd lang for a weelfaur'd lass, 

•* By Nithsdale's howms and mony a hill ;"— 
She hung her head like li dew-bent rose. 

The lovSy lass o' Preston MilL 

Quo' I, ** sweet maiden, look ha dowii^ 

'* But gie's a kiss and gang wi' me"-^ 
A lovelier face, O ! never look'd up. 

And the tears were drapping frae her ee ^i^ 
•* I hae a lad wha's far awa', 

** That weel could win a woman's will, 
** My heart's already fii* o' luve ?" 

Quo' the bonnie lass o' Preston MiUa 

^ O wha is he could leave sic a lass, 

" To seek for luve in a far countrie ?" 
Her tears drapp'd down like simmer dew, 

I fain i^d hae kiss'd them frae her ee x 
I took but ane o' her comely cheek — 

" For pity's sake, kind Sir, be still,— 
« My heart is fu* o' ither luve," 

Quo* the, bonnie lass o' Preston MilL 

She spread abroad her twb white hands, 

Wi' air sae firm, but aad to see,-^ 
" Sae lang's my heart has houp in heaven^ 

** Or li^T is gladsome to my ee,-— . 
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M^ile woods grow green, and bnms rin dear, 
« Till my last drap o' bluid be still, 
** My heart shall hand nae ither luve,** 
Quo* the lovely lass o* Preston Mill. 

^ There^s comely maids on Dee's wild banks, 

" An' Nith's romantic vale is fu' ; 
** By lanely Cloudin's ha'rait stream^ 

" Dwalls raonie a gentle dame, I trow.*^ 
O ! they are lights o*^ a bonnie kind. 

As ever shone on vale or hill ; 
But there's a light puts them a' oitf, 

The lovely lass o^ Preston MilU 



THE REPROACH. 

DR. DONNE. 

Senb^ back my long stray'd eyes to me,. 
Which Oh ! too long have dwelt on thee; 
Send home my long stray'd eyes to me, 
Which Oh ! too long have dwelt on thee : 
But if from you they've learnt such ill. 
To sweetly smile, and then beguile, 
Keep the deceivers, keep them still. 

Send home my harmless heart again,. 
Which no unworthy thought cou'd staii^^ 
But if it has been taught by thine 

To forfdt both 

Its word and oath. 
Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 

Yet send me back my heart and eyes. 
For I'll know all thy falsities; 
That I one day may laugh, when thou 

Shalt grieve and mourn; 

For one will scorn. 
And prove as &lse as thou art dow» 
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JEANIE. 

WhY itfll my Jeanie, when I gaze. 

My ravish'd eyes reprove; 
And chide 'em from the only face 

They can behold with love ? 
To shun your scorn, and ease my care, 

I seek a nymph more kind; 
And while I range from fair to fair. 

Still gentle usage, find. 

But oh ! how faint b ev'ry jov,- 

Where nature has no part? 
New beauties may my eyes employ. 

But you engage my heart. 
So restless etiles, as they roam. 

Meet pity ev'ry where; 
fiut languish for their native home, 

Tho' death attends them there* 



TELL ME, MY HEART, IF THIS BE LOVEi 

LOKD LYTTIJSTON. 

When Mary in the grove appears, 
Aw'd by a thousand tender fears ; 
I would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, my heart, if th|s be love. 

Whene'er she speaks, my ravish'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear. 
No other's wit but her's approve; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. ^ 

If she some other swain commend. 
Though I was .once his fondest friend^ 
His instant enemy I prove; 
tdl me, my heart, if this be love. 

F3 
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When she is abseot, I no more 
Delight in all. that pleas'd before; 
The clearest stream or shadiest grove: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 

When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain^. 
Her net she spreads for ev'ry swain, 
I strove to hate, but vainly strove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love.. 



* SONG. 

LORD LYTTLETON.. 

The hesMry hours are lUmost past 

That part my love and me;. 
My longing eyes may hope, at last^ 

Thdr only wisb to see^ 
But how, my Mary, wfll you meet 

The man you've lost so long? ' 
Will love in all your pulses beat. 

And tremble on your tongue? 

Will you in every look declare 

Your heart is still the same; 
And heal each idly anxious care, 

Our fears in absence frame? 
Thus, Mary, thus I paint the scene 

When shortly we shall meet. 
And try what yet remains, between, 

Of loit'ring time to cheat 

But, if the dream that soothes my mind. 

Shall false and groundless prove;. 
If I am' doom'd at length to find. 

You have forgot to love: 
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All mjr fond heart wouM ask is tkis. 

No more to let us join; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliss 

To die, and think you mine. 



t 



THE BIRKS OP ABERFELDY. 

Bonme hssie, wiB ye go, vM ye go, will ye go, 
Bantde kusie, will ye go, to the Birkt of Aherfetd^ 

Now simmer blinks on flow'ry braes^ 
And o'er the crystal streamlets plays; 
Come let u» spend the lightsome dayff 
In th* Birk» of Aberf<^dy. 

Bonnie hssie, ^c^ 

While o'er their head the hazels hing» 
The little birdies biythely sing. 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie Uusie, 4^^ 

The braes ascend like loily wals, 
The foaming stream deep-roaring fa's, 
. O'er-hung wi' fragrant spreading shaws. 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonme lastie, ^c. 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi' flowers, 
White o'er the linns the Tt)umie pours. 
And, rising, weets wi' misty showers 
The Birks of Aberfeldy.. 

Bonnie lassie, ^c^ 

Let fortune's gifts at random flee. 
They ne'er shall draw a wish fi^ me> 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee> 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bomm Uurie, S^c. 
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THE BANKS OF THE DEE; 
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'TwAs summer, and softly the breezes were blowings 

And sweetly the nightingale sung from the tree; 
At the foot of A rock where the river was flowing^ 

I sat myself down on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, lovely Dee, flow pn thou sweet river. 
Thy badcs, purest stream, shall be dear to me ever : 
•For there I first gain'd the affection and favour 
Of Jamie the glory and pride of the Dee. 

But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning. 

To quell the proud rebels— for valiafit is he; 
And ah ! there's no hope of his speedy returning. 

To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
He's gone, hapless youth, o'er the loud-roaring billows^ 
The kindest and sweetest of all the gay fellows, 
And left me to stray 'mongst'the once loved willows. 
The lonliest maid on the banks of the Dee. 

But time and my prayers may perhaps yet restore him. 
Blest peace may restore my dear shepherd to me; 

And when he returns, with such care I'll watch o'erhim^ 
He never shall leave the sweet banks of the Dee. 

The Dee then shall flow, all its beauties displaying ; 

The dambs on its banks shall again be seen playing; ' 

While I with my Jamie am carelessly straymg. 
And tasting again all the sweets of the Dee. 



^ 



LOGAN BR^ES. 

MAYNE. 

^ Bv Logan^s streams, that rin sae deqp> 
** Fu' iift wi' glee I've herded sheep; V 
" Herded sheep, or gather'd slaes, 
^< Wi' my dear lad, on Logan brfiei* 
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But waes my heart, thae days are gane, 
And I, wi' grief, may herd alane; 
** While my dear lad maun face his faes, 
** Far, far frae me, an* Logan braes. 

^ Nae mair at Logan kirk will he 
" Atween the preachings meet wi' me; 
** Meet wi' me, or whan its mirk, 
^ Convoy me hame frae Logan lurk. 
** I weel may sing thae days are gane — 
^ Frae kirk an* fair I come alane, 
^ While mv dear lad maun face his fees, 
** Far, far frae me an' Logan braes ! 

'' At e'en, when hope amaist is gane, > 

^ I dauner out, or sit alane, 

** Sit alane, beneath the tree 

** Where aft he kept hb tryst wi* me. 

" O! cou'd I see thae days again, 

*' My lover skaithless, an' my ain i 

* Bdov'd by frien's, revered by faes, 
** We'd live in bliss on Logan braes.' 

While for her love she thus did sigh. 
She saw a sodger passing by. 
Passing by, wi' scarlet claes. 
While sair she grat on Logan br«e»: 
Says he, ^ What gars thee greet soe sair, 
** What fills thy heart sae fu' o' care ? 
^ Thae sporting lambs ha'e blythesome days, 
^ An' playful skip on LK>gaa braes," 

* What can I do but weep and mourn? 
** I fear my lad will ne'er return, 

** Ne'er return to ease my waes, 
" Will ne'er come hame to Logan braes.*' 
Wi' that fie clasp''d her in his arms, 
And said, " I'm free from war's alarms, 
** I now hae conquer'd a' my facs, 

* We'll happy live pn Logan braes." 



f» 
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Then sti^ht to Logan kirk they went^ 
^nd join'd their hands wi' one consent^ 
Wi' one consent to end their dajs. 
An' live in Irliss on Logan braes. 
An' now slie ^ings, '' thae days are gane, 
** When I wi' grief did herd aiane, 
^ While my dear lad did fight his fiws» 
^ Far^ far tne me an' Logan braes.*^ 



kAD I A CAVE. 

BURNS. 

Tune—* Bobin Adair.'* 

SAO I cave oh some wild distant shore, 
liere ^e winds howl to the witves' dashing roar; 
There would I weep my woes^ 
There seek my lost r^ose. 
Till grief my eyed should close. 
Ne'er to wake more. 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare 
All thy fond plighted Vows-^fleedng as air! 

To thy new lover hie. 

Laugh o'er thy perjury^ 

Thei\ in thy bosom try 
What peace is tliere. 



JOGKIE'S FAR AWA- 



WAT60N. 



Now simmer decks the fields wi* flow^rsj 
The woods wi'' leaves sae green ; 

And little birds around their ^w^rd 
In harmony 'convene: 
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The CQckoo flies frae tree to tree, 
While saft the zephyrs blaw; 

But what ^re a* thae joys to me, 
V^^en Jockie's &r awa. 

When Jockie*sfar awa on sea. 

When Jockie^sfar awa ; 
But what are a' thae joys to me. 

When Jockie^sfar awa. 

Last May morning how s^ireet to see 

The little lambkins play. 
Whilst my dear lad alang wi' me. 

Did kindly ^alk this way. 
.On yon green bank wild flow'rs h^ pou'd. 

To busk my bosom braw; 
Sweet, sweet he t^lk'd, and aft l^e ToVd> 

But noy fae^s far awa. 

But nowy ($v. 

O gentle peace return agEun, 

Bring Jodde to my arms, 
Frae dangers on the raging main, 

Frae cruel wars alarms. 
,Gin e'er we meet, nae mair we*ll part, 

As king's we've breath to draw; 
Nae mair 1*11 sing wP aching Ijieart, 

My Jockie's far awa, 
3fif Jockie's, ^e. 



LOVELY MARY. 

HQGG. 

TuNE-r-" Gloomy winter^s now awaJ^ 

PvE seen the lily on the wold, 
Fve seen the op'ning marigold 
Their furest hties at morn unfold, . 
feut fairer is my Mary> O* r 
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How sweet the bank of xnountain buni. 
With op'ning flow'rs at springes return ! 
How sweet the scent of Aow'ry thorn I 

But sweeter is my Mary» O. 
Her heart is gentle, warm, and kind : 
Her form's not fairer than her mind; 
Two sister beauties rarely join'd. 

But join'd in lovely Mary,, O. 

As .music from the distant steep ; 
As star-light on the silent deep; 
So are my passions luird asleep 

By love for bonnie Mary, O. 
Yet, Mary, when I see the flow*r 
Drop under autumn's chilling showVy 
In tears,, I mind the coming hour. 

Must blast my bonnie Mary, O. 
Thy spring so fair is past away ; 
How soon will close thy summer day ! 
Xx>ve's season will not long delay : 

Bethink thee, lovely Mary» O. 



THE LEE RIG. 

FERGUSON. 

Will ye gang 6*er the lea rig. 

My ain kipd dearie, O ; 
And cuddle there fu' kindly 

Wi' me, my kind dearie, O ? 
At thorny bush, or birken tree. 

We'll daff, and never weary, O; 
They'll scug ill e'en frae you and me» 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

Noe herd wi' kent or colly there^ 
Shall ever come to fear ye, O; 

But lavrocks whistling in the air 
Shall woo, like me, their dearie^ O. 
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While ithen herd their lambs and ew.e8, ' 
And toil for warld's gear, my jo, ' 

Upon the lee my pleasure grows 
WiVthee, my wnd dearie, O* 

At gloamin*, if my lane I be, ' 

Oh, but I'm wondrous eerie, 0; 
And mony a heavy sigh I gie. 

When absent frae my dearie, O : 
But seated 'neath the milk-white thorn. 

In evening fair and dearie, O, 
Enraptur'd, a' my cares I scom^ 

Whan wi' my kind dearie, O* 

Whare through the birks die bumie rows, 

Aft hae I sat fu' cheerie, O, 
Upon the bonnie greensward howes, 

Wi' thee, my kind dearie, O. 
Fve courted till I've heard the craw 

Of honest Chanticleerie, O. 
Yet never miss'd my sleep aV% 

Whan wi' my kind dearie, 0< 

For tho' the night were ne'er sae dark. 

And I were ne'er sae wearyi O, 
IM meet thee on the lee rig, 

My ain kind deflHe, O. 
While in this weary waiid of wae> 

lliis wilderness sae dreary, O, 
What makes me blithe, and keeps me sae ? 

'Tis*thee, my kind dearie, O^ 

DONALD OF DUNDEE. 

YoiTNt; Doiudd is the blithest lad 

Thflft e'et made love to me; 
Whene'er he*8 by^ my heart is glad^ 

He seems so gay and free ; 
Vol. L G . 
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. Then an ^$ pipe he pli^ so swteff> 
And in nis plai4 he looks so neat. 
It cheers mj^ h^art at ere to meet 
Young Donald of Dundee* 

Whene'er I gang to yonder grore^ 

Youi^ Bandj foUowa one. 
And fain he wants to he my ioTe, 

But ah I H f^na he. 
Tho' wil^dr frets hoth ab and late^ 
For me to w^d this vouth I hate; 
There's none ne^d hope to gain young Kaie 

But Donald of Duiuiee. 

When l^st iFft f Qng^d the banhs of Tay» 

Tke ring he sh<yw*d to me. 
And bade v^ mme the brid^ day. 

Then happy v^ou'd he be. 
I ken t^ yo^th will aye prove kind, 
Nae mair my mitber will I mind. 
Mess John t^ Vie shall quickly bbiil 

Young Dppajkl <^ Dkiadee* \ 



TWHEDSIBK 
cBAffFoaa. 

What beauties does Flora disclose f 

How sweet are her smiles upon Tweed I 
Yet Idaiy'-s still sweeter than mosey \ 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
No daisy, nor sweet blushing- rose^ 

Not all the ga^ fiow'T» of the field. 
Not Tweed, gliding gently through those. 

Such beauty and pleasure does yield. 

The warblers are heard in the gvove. 
The linnet, ^the krk* and the thrush^ 

^lie blacklnrd, and sweet cooinff doVc^ 
With music enchant jev'ry bush. 



Come, let iifl go foitb to tlie Biea4» 
Let us see 1k>w the primroses spriiif ; 

We*ll lodge in some village on Tweed, 
And love while die &imii^d£6\ks ii^g* 

How does my love pass the long day ? 

Does Mary aot teaeid s few aheep ? 
Do they never carelessly stray, 

While happUy she lies asleep ? 
Tweed's mtlrmiurk shall lull her te resti 

Kind nature isdnlgiiig my bliss. 
To ease the Mk pains of my hreast^ 

Fd steal m anmronal kiss. 

*Tk she does the virgins excel; 

No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces ^tfound her do dwell ; 

She's fairest where thousands are fidr. 
Say, charmer^ where do thy flocks stray ^ 

Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed ? 
Shall I sc»^ thein on sweet winding Tay, 

Or the pkanBanter bs^s of die Ttreed ? 

THB YELLOW HAIR'D LADDIB« 

Tab yeilow-hair'd laddie sat down on yoti brae, 
Cried^ Milk the ewei, la^ie, Idt nane o' them gfle; 
And ay as die milked, she merrily sang, 
The yellow-faair'd ladditf shall be my gudennn^ ' 

And aye ds Jtft^ fmlked, SfC. 

The weathef is eauld, suid my daithing is thipi^ • 
The ewes are new dipt,, and th^ winna bu^t in; 
They winna bught is, altho* I £ould die ; 
My yeliow4uur d laddie be kind unto me*. 

They winna fmghtf ^a. 

The gudewife cries butt the house, Jemay, cqaaa^ben. 
The cheese is to mak, and the bust's i^ kirft^i 
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Though buttfir and cheese, and a' should e*en sour, 
ril crack- and J^iss wi^- my love ae lang hauf hour : 
It's ae lang hauf hour, and we'se e'en mak it three. 
For th^ y^lQw4iaiir'd laddie my gudemah shall be. 



BESS THE GAWKIE. 

REV. MA. MOIUgQEAD. 

fiiYTHE young Bess to Jean did say. 

Will ye gang to yon sunny brae, 

Where flocks do feed, and herds do stray. 

And sport a while wi' Jamie? 
Ah, na, lass ! Fll no gang theres 
Nor about Jamie tak a care. 
Nor about Jamie tak a care. 

For he's ta'en up wi' Maggie. 

for hark, and I wlU tell you, lass, 
Pid I not see young Jamie pass, »*^ 
Wi' meikle blythcness in his facei, 

Out owre the inuir to Maggie : 
I wat he ga'e her monie a kiss. 
And Maggie took them nae amiss; 
Tiveen lika smaek pleasM her wi' thi», 

" That p^ss was but a gawlde* 

^ For when a civil kiss I seek, 

" She turns her head and thraws her cheeky 

** And for an hour she'll hardly speak r - 

** Wha'd no ca' her ^ gawkie? 
** But sure my Maggie has mair sense^^ 
** She*ll gie a score without offfencej 
**'Now gie me ane into the mense, 

« And ye shall be my dawtie," 

O Jamie, ye hae mpnie taei^ 
• But I will never stand for ane 
< Or twa when-we do meet again^ 

<'So ne'er tliink me a gawfie.* 



** Ah, Bft, latt» that eiiiio« bt; 
^ Bki thodgliiff as liiae aro fti" fi«e i^ 
** Or oDie thj sweet fiice that See^ 
** E'er to thmk thee a gawkiek'^ 

But, whiahty nae mldr o* this we'll speak. 
For yonder Jamie does us meet; 
Instead o' Mw he kiss'd sae sweet, 

I trdw he tikes the gawkie. 
^ O dear fiess^ 1 hardly knew, 
^ When I ctai' by your gown sae aew ; 
** I think you've got it wet wi' dew." 

Quoth she^ ' that's like a gawkie; 

* It*s wat wi' dew, atid 'twill get raih, 

* And ril get gowns when it is gan^ ^ 

* Sae ye mav gang the gate jre came, . , 

' And tell it to your dawtie.' 
The guilt appear'd in Jamie's cheek ; 
He cried, ** O cruel maidj but sweet, 
^ If I shoQld gang anitber gatey 

** I iie*er could meet ^ dawtie.'* 



The lasses fast frae him they flew. 
And left poor Jamie sair to rue, 
That ever Maggie's Ibde he knew. 

Of ycft Ga*d Kess a gawkie. - 
As they gade owre the muir they sang. 
The hiiis and dales wi' echo rai% 
The hills and dales wi' eeho rang, 

* Gang o'er the muir to Maggie.* 

THE HtGHtLAND LADDIE. 

BAMSAXk 

Ths Lawland lads tiunk thev atto fiiiev 
But O ! they're vtt&^ and Miy gaudy; •• 

09 
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How much unlike the gracefu' mieu, 
Aud manly looks of my Highland ladcUe. 

O my hotmie Highland laddie^ 
Idy handtome, charming Highland laddie^ 
May heaven still guard, and love reward^ 
The Lawland lass and her Highland laddie^ 

If I were free at will to choose^ 
To be the wealthiest Lawland lady, 

I'd tak young Donald without trews^ 
With bonnet blue and belted plaidie. 
O my honme, ^c. 

The brawest beau in burrow town. 
In a' his airs, wi' art made ready, 

Compar'd wi' him, he's but a clown. 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidie. 

O my bonnie, 4^c, 

O'er b^ty hill wi' him FU run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and daddie;- 

Frae winter's cauld, and sitnmer's sun, 
He'll screen me wi* his Highland plaidie. 

O my bonnie, ^c* 

A painted room, and silken bed. 

May please a Lawland laird and lady; 

But I can kiss and be as glad. 
Behind a bush, in's Hi^and plaidie. 

O my bonnie^ ^.' 

Few compliments between us pass ; 

I ca' hun my dear Highland laddie. 
And he ca's me his Lawland lass. 

Syne rows me in beneath his plaidie. 
O my bonnie, ^c 

Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend. 
Than that his-loye prove tnie and steady,. 
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Like mine to him, which ne'er shall end. 
While heay'n preserves my Highland laddie. 

O my bormiey 4'C* 



O'ER THE MUIR AMANG THE HEATHER. 

JEAN GLOYER. 

Comin' thfo' the craigs o' Kyle, 
Amang the bonnie bloomipg heather. 

There I met a bonnie lasbie,' 
Keeping a' h& ewes thegither. 

O'er the muir amang the heather. 
O'er the muir among the heather, 
There I met a bonnie Uusie, 
Keeping a' her ewes thegither. 

Says I, my dear, whare is thy hame? 

In muir, or dale, pray tell me whither? 
Says she, I tent the n^ecy flocks 

lliat feed amang the blooming heather. 
Oer the muir, S^c, ' 

We laid us down upon a bank, 
Sae warm and sunnie wa» the weather' 

She left her ilocks at large to rove ' 
Amang the bonnie blooming heather. ' 
Oer the muir, Sfc, 

While thus we lay, she sang a^^^ng^ 
Till echo rang a mile and farther* 

And ay the burden o* the sans. 

Was o'er the muir amang the heather. 

O^er the muiry Sfc* 

She charm'd my heart, and aye sins^e 
I coudna think on ony Wxtsi 
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By 8ea and sky she shall be mine I 
The bonnie hus amang the heather. 
0*er the viuir, SfC^ 

COME UNDER MV PtAiniE. 

MACNiEt. 

Timc-^'^ Johnnie Mticgilir 

Come under my plaidie, the night's gaun to /a' ; 
Come in frae the cauld blast, &e drSlt, and the snaw; 
Come under my plfudie, and sit down beside me; 
There's rooni in't, dear lassie ! believe me, for twa. 
Come unde^ my ptaidie, and sit down beside me, 
I'll hap ye frae every cauld blast that can btaw : 
Come under my plaidie, and sit down beside me. 
There's room in't^ deter lassie! believe me, for twa. 

Oae 'wa wi' your plaidie I aidd j^onald, gae' wa, 
I fear na the caidd blast, the drift, nor tEe snaw; 
Gae 'wa wi' your plaidie ! I'll i^o sit beside ye; 
Ye might be my gutcher : — auld l^onald, gae 'wa. 
I'm gaun to meet Jobiftt«fc, he's joohg «nd he's bonnie; 
He's been at Mtig's h^M, ftf trig and fu' braW ! 
Nane dances sae O^tly, sae grafMai', tae tig^y. 
His cheek's lUie 1^6 new rbse, his tiroWs Hke^flie snaw ! 

Dear Marion, let that flee stick fast to the wa*. 
Your Jock's but a gowk, and has naething ava; 
The hale o' his pa(± he has now on his back; 
He's tbretty^ and I am but thteescore and twa. 
Be frank now and kin'ly, f^ busk ye aye finely ; 
To kiik: or to market they'll few gMlg sae braw'; 
A bien house to bide in, a chaise for to ride in. 
And flunkies to 'tend ye as fast as ye ca'. 
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Mj father ay tauld me, my mither an' a% 
Ye'dmak a gude husband, and keep me ay braw; 
It's true I lo'e Johnnie, he's young and he's bonnie, 
But, waes me, I ken, he has naething ava ! 
I hae little tocher, ye've made a gude ofier ; 
I'm nae mair than twenty; my time is but sma' ! 
Sae gie me your plaidie, I'll creep in beside ye, 
I thought ye'd been aulder than threescore and twa ! 

She crap in ayont him, beside the stane wa', 
Whare Johnnie was list'ning, and heard her tell a' : 
The day was appointed !-^his proud heart it dunted. 
And strack 'gainst his side, as if bursting in twa. 
He wander'd hame wearie, the night it was drearie. 
And, thowless, he tint his gate 'mang the][deep snaw. 
Hie howlet was screamin*, while Johnnie cried. Women 
Wad marry auld Nick if he'd keep them ay braw. 

O the deil's in the lasses ! they gang now sae braw. 
They'll lie down wi' auld men o' fourscore and twa; 
The hale o' their marriage is gowd and a carriage; 
Plain love is the cauldest blast now that can blaw. 
Auld dotards, be wary ! tak tent wha ye marry. 
Young wives wi' their coaches they'll whup and theyTl 

ca'. 
Till they meet wi* some Johnnie that's youthfu' and 

bonnie, 
And they'll gie ye horns on ilk haffet to claw. 



THE HIGHLAND LASSIE, Q, 

BURNS. 

Tune — '^ Greeii grows the rashes^ O^ 

Nae gentle dames, tho' e*er sae fair. 
Shall ever be my muse's care ; 
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Th&r tides a' are empty show; 
Gie me my H%hland lassie, O. 

fVUhin the ghft sae bushy, O, 
Aboon the plain sde rushy, O, 
I set me down tui' right good wUl, 
To sing my Highland lassie, O. 

Oh ! were yon htUs add vallies mine ! 
Yon pidace and yon g»*denfi fiite 1 
The wdrld thed the loTe should know 
I beat my Highland lassie^ O. 

Within the gten, ^c. 

But fickle fortune frowns on me. 
And I maun cross the raging aea: 
But, while my crimson currents flo^, 
rU love my ulghland Ussie^ O. 

WitHn the glen, ^e. 

Altho' thro* foreign climes I range, 
• . I know h^ heart wUl never change^ 
'For her bosom burns with honour^sglow. 

My faithful Ui^Oand lassie, O. 

. Within the gten, SfC, 

For her I'll dare the Irillow's roar. 
For her I'll trace ft distant shore. 
That Indian wealth may lustre throw. 
Around my Higfalahd las(»ie, 0. 

« 

Within the glen^ 4^c, 

She has my heart, she ha? my hand. 
By sacred truth tod honour's batid ! 
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TOl the fiiartal stroke shiiti lay me Iqw^ 
Fjp thine my Highland lassie, O. 

FareweU the ^ten ^ae bushy ^ / 
Farewell the plain sae rushy y O ! 
To other hndf I now must go 
To sing m^ jgig^nd lcif0e^ 0/ 

^■^ ^^^ j^ ^. ^ .^ .— - — 

JOCKIE TO THffi FAIR. 

'TwA9 en the mora of sveet May-day, 
When Natiive painted all ^ings gay, 
Taught birds to sing, and lambs to play. 

And ^Id the meadow^s ^; 
Young Jockie^ vith the .early dawq. 
Arose, and tnpt it o'er the lawn; 
His Sunday^ coat the youth put 0% 
R>r. Jenny had vow*d away to rvin 

With Jockie to the ifairl 
For Jenny 'vow'd, &c. 

The cheerful ]Miri8k4)ell0 had rung; 
With eager steps be tmd^ idong; 
While flow'ry garhwds ronnd him hui^. 

Which shephfodsusM tO'wear: 
He tappM the window, Htote, my dear z 
Jenny, impatient, <»4ed. Who's there ? 
'Tis I, my love, and np ciiie near, 
Step gently dpwn, you'ye nouoht to fia^ 

Widi Jockietothefair; ^ ^HSr 

Step gently down, &c. ,/ .- 

My dad and maqi are last asleep, ' 
My brother's uj). knd with the 9heep, 
And will you stul your prom^e ke^ 

Which I have heard you ^e$ir ? 
And will you ever constant prove ? 
* I will, by all the powers abovel 
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And ne'er deceive my charming dove : 
Di4>el those doubts, and haste, my love. 
With Jockie to the fair ;' 
Dispel those doubts, &c. 

Behold the ring, the shepherd cried^ 
Will Jenny be my charming bride, 
Let Cupid be our happy guide. 

And Hymen meet us there. 
Then Jockie did his vows renew. 
He would be constant, would be true; 
His word was ^ledg'd, away she flew. 
O'er cowslips dpt with balmy dew. 

With Jockie to the fan*; 
O'er cowslips tipt, &c. 

In raptures meet the joyful throng. 
Their gay companions blythe and young. 
Each joins the dance, each joins the song. 

To hail the happy pair; 
In turns there's none so fond as they. 
They bless the kind propidoiis day. 
The smilins mom of Mooming May, 
When lovdv Jenny ran away 

WithJodde to the fair; 
When lovely Jenny, ic. 



MATRIMONIAL HAPPINESS. 

Tune, — "Johnnie's Grey Breekt^* 

WuEN I upon thy bosom lean. 
And fondly clasp thee a' my ain, 

T glory in the sacred ties 
That made us atie, wha ance were twaWt* 



A miitaal flame inspires us baitfa, ^ 
The tender look^ the mating kiss : 

Bv'n years shall ne^sf destroy our love^ 
But* only ^e us change o' bliss. 

Hae I a wish ? it's a* for thee ; 

I ken thy wish is me to please i 
Our moments pass sae smooth away^ 

Hiat numbers on us look and gaze : 
Weel pleas'd they see our happy days, 

Nor envy's sel' finds aught to blmne; 
And 1^ when weary cares arise, 

Thy bosom still shall be my faame. 

ril-by me there, and take my rest. 

And if that aught disturb my dear, 
ril bid her laug^ her cares away. 

And b^ her not to drop a tear : 
Hae I a joy? it's a' her ain; 

United still her heart and mine ; 
They're like the woodbine round the tree, 

Tnat's twin'd till death shall them dlsjoinv 



BONNIE JEAN. 



Tune,—** EHtick Banks J* 

. Sj^ spring her graces wild disclose, 

Birds sweetly chaunt on ilka spray ; 
'Mang broomy knowes the shepherd goes, 

While sportive lambkins round him play, 
Ehraptur'd now I take my way, 

while joy enlivens a* the scene ; 
Down by yon shaded stream I stray. 

To meet an* hail my bonnie Jean. 

VoL.L H '^ 
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Ye Kellbum groves, hy spriag alifeir^d. 

Where z^hyra wort faii»i^ the fM'n, 
Your fairy sceoe* I Te aft adaur'dy 

While ioeund pasi'd the sunny houn. 
But doubly happy m your bo^ir'rs. 

When fragrance scents the dewy e'en, 
1 wander whare your streamlet pours. 

To meet an' hail my bonnie Jean. 

Let grandeur rear her lofiy dome» 

Let mad ambition kingdoms sp^, I 

Thro' foreign lands let avVice roam. 

And for ner prize unceasing toil| 
Give me fair nature's vernal smile, I 

The shelter'd grove and daisied gretn^ 
I'll happy tread m^ native soil, J 

To meet an' hail my bonnie Jean. I 



WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH- 

<i 
*TwAS within a mile of Edinburgh town. 

In the rosy time of the year, ^ 

Sweet flow'rs bloom'd, and the grass was down^ 
And each shepherd woo'd his dear* 
Bonnie Jocide, blythe and gay, 
Kiss'd sweet Jenny making nay ; 
The lassie bludi'd, and frowning cry'd, 

^ na, it winna do; 
I canna, canna, winna, winna, mpunna buckle to. I 

Jockie was a wag that never would wed, 

Hio' long he had followed the lass ; ^ 
Contented she eamM and ate her brown bcei(4^ 

And merrily tum'd up the grass. 
Bonnie Jockie, blythe and free^ 

. Won her heart right merrily, 
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Yet still she bluih'd^ ami frowiiU]g-€ry*d) 

Na, na» it whintt do ; 
I canna, cannai winna^ wimla, maunnalsuekle to. 

But when he vow'd he wad mak her his bride, 
Tho' his flocks and his herds were not few. 
She gied him her hand, and a kiss beside, 
And voVd she'd for erer be true. 
Bonnie Jockie, blytfae and free> 
Won her heart i^t merrfly ; 
At kirk she nae mair wowtimg ntfdi 

Na, nai it vitina do, 
I canna, cannai winnai wiuiuli inaoiiiia buckle to. 



LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MUIR^ 

AAMBAY. 

The last tim« I <iftme o'er the muhv 

I left iny love h^hind tae: 
Ye pow'rs ! what pain do I endure^ 

When Aoft fdeds mind me. 
Soon as the hiddy morh display'd 

ThV beaming day ensuing^ 
I met betimes my fdvely maid. 

In fit retreat!^ for wooing. 

Beneath the cooling ^ade we lay, 

Gazing and diastely sporting; 
We kns'd and promis'd time away. 

Till night spread her black curtain ; 
I pitied all beneath th^ dcies, 

Ev'n kings, whc» she Was n^ me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes. 

Which could but iH deny me. 

* 

Should I be call'd where cannons roaf , 
Where mortal steel may wound me; 
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Or cast upon fiome foreign'shore. 

Where dangers may surround me; 
Yet hopes again to see my love, 

To feast on glowing kisses, 
Shall make my cares at distance move. 

In prospect of such blisses. 

In all my soul there's not one place 

To let a rival ento* ; 
Since she excels in every grace. 

In her my love shall centre. 
Sooner the seas shall cease to flow. 

Their waves the Alps shall cover; 
On Greenland's ice shall roses grow, 

Before I cease to love her. I 

The next time I gang o'er the muir. 

She shall a lover &id roe ; 
And that my faith is firm and pure. 

Though I left her behind me. 
Then Hymen's sacred bonds shall chain 

lyiy heart to her fair bosom ; 
There, whUe my bdng does remain. 

My love more fresh shall blossom, J 



^ » »%%^%%V»i 



THIS IS NO MY AIN LASSIE. 

BITBNS. 

Tune,—" This is no my inn Eoute.*' 

O this is no my ain lassie^ 

Fair though the lassie be ; 
O wed hen I my ain lassie. 

Kind love is in her ee* 

I see a form, I see a face. 

Ye weel may wi* the fwrest place : 
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llie kind lore thai'd la h^ ^. 

She's bonnie, bloomW, strafeht, and taU, 
And lang has had my leaitfi t&rftU; 
And ay it chams my irera sauI 
The kind love that's in hef ee. 

A thief sae pawkfie h toy JeTn, 
She II atrial a blink by a' time^^ 
Butgleg ^ light arc loVers' een. 
When kmd love is in the ee. 
O this is no, ^^ 

It may escape the courtly sparks. 
It may ^cape the learned clarks; 

-JnT^L'S^. watching lover miirL 
The kmd lovfe that^ in the ee. 
O this is no, ^e» 

SHB ROSE AND LET ME IN. 

The night her siteat table wore. 

And gloomy were the sties; 
Of glitt rmg stars app«f*d no mn. 

Than those in tfdly's eyes. 
^ to ^er father's dbo/l cam*, 

Whwe I had often been, 

ionseandfetmein; 

But she, with accents aU divmfe 
JJid imr fond suit reprove. 

^„^«^***e chid m/rts^aesfen, 
She but inflam'd my love. 

H3 ' 
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Her beauty oh had pleas'd before. 
While her bridit eyes did roll ; 

But virtue only had the pow'r 
To charm my very soul. 

Then who would cruelly deceive. 

Or from such beauty part ? 
I lov'd her so, I could not leave 

The charmer of my heart. 
My eager fondness I obey'd, 

Resolv'd she should be mine. 
Till Hymen to my arms convey'd 

My treasure so divine. 

Now happy in my Nelly's love. 

Transporting is my joy ; 
No greater blessing can I prove, 

So blest a man am I : 
For beauty may a while retain 

The conquer'd flutt'rin^ heart. 
But virtue only is the chtan. 

Holds, never to depart. 



THE LASS OF PATIE'S MILL. ^ 

BAMSAY. 

The lass of Patie's mill, 

Saebonnie, blythe, and gay, 
In spite of all my skill. 

She stole my heart away. I 

When teddine out the hay. 

Bareheaded on the green. 
Love 'midst her locks did play. 

And wanton'd in her een. 



Her arms white, rou9d, and smooth; 
Breasts in their rising dawn; 



..^/ 
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To age it would give youth. 
To press them with his han'. 

Throi^h all my spuits ran . 
An ecstasy of bliss. 

When I such sweetness fand 
Wriq^t in a balmy kiss. 

Without the help of art. 

Like flow'rs which grace the wildj 
Her sweets she did impart. 

Whene'er she spoke or smil'd : 
Her looks they were so mUd, 

Free from idOTected pride. 
She roe to love beguil d; 

I wish*d her for my bride. 

O ! had I a* the wealth 

Hbpetoun's high. mount^s fill, 
Insur'd long life and health. 

And pleasure at my will ; 
rdpromise, and fulfil. 

That none but bonnie she. 
The lass of Patie*8 mill, , 

Should share the same with me. . 



HER BLUE ROLLIN' EE. 

HOGG. 

Tone — ** Banks of the Devon.'* 

Mar lassie is lovely as May-day, adorning 

Wi' gowans an primroses ilka green lee ; 
Though sweet is the vi'let, new blown i' the morning. 

As tender an' sweet is her bhie rollin' ee. 
O say, what is whiter than snaw on the mountain ? 

Or what wi' the red rose in beauty can vie ? 
Yes, whiter her bosom than snaw on the mountain, . 

And bonnie her face as the Ted rose can be. *. 
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See yon lowly cottage that stands bv tite wild wood, 

Hedg'd round wi* sweet briar and green willow tree; 
Twas yonder I spent the first days of my childhood. 

And first felt the power o* a loTe-rollm' ee. 
Tliou^ soon frae my hame and my lassie I wander'd. 

Though lang Fve been tossing on fbrtime's rough sea. 
Ay dear was the valley where Bttrick meander'd ; 

Ajf dear was the blink o* her blue rollin' ee. 

O for the evening ! and O for the hour ! 

When down bv yon greenwood she prcnms'd to be ; 
When quick as the summer dew dries on ^e flOwer, 

A' earthly affections and wishes wad fiee. 
Let Art and let Nature display their proud treasure ; 

Let Paradise boast o* what ance it could gie; 
As high is my bliss, and as sweet is my pleasure^ 

In the heart-melting blink o* my lassieV blue ee. 



BONNIE DUNDEE. 

WHARE gat ye that bonnie bhie bonnet? 

O what mases them aye put die question to me? 

1 gat it firae a bonnie Scots callan, 

Atween Saint Johnstouu and bonnie Dundee. 
O gin I saw the laddie diat ga'e me't 1 

Af); has he doudlM me upon his knee; 
May heaven protect my bonnie Scots laddie. 

And send him safe hame U> bi» baby and me. 

My heart has nae room when I think on my hddie. 

His dear rosy haffists bring tears to my 9»^ 
But, O i he's awtb^ and I dkua ken wtuff^he^s^** 

Gin we could aace meet W^U ne'er part tail we die. 
O tight bie the breezes aitnmd him saft blanria', , 

ibid o'er ]y» sweet simmer still btink bonn^e^ 
And &e rich dews o' plenty around him wide faf in' 

Prevent a' his fears for my baby and me. 
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My blessings upon that sweet wee lippie! 

My blessings upon that bonnie e^bree ! 
Thy smiles are sae like my biythe sodger laddie, 

Thou's ay the dearer and dearer to me. 
But I'll big a bower on yon green bank sae bonnie. 

That's lav'd by the waters o* Tay wimplin clear. 
And deed thee in tartans, my wee smiling Johnnie, 

And mak thee a man like thy daddie dear. 



I GAED A WAEFir GATE YESTREEN. 

BUBNS. 

I GAED a waefu' gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, I'U dearly rue ; 
1 0Lt my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue. 
'Twas not ber golden ringlets bright. 

Her lips like roses, wat wi' dew. 
Her heaving bosom lily white; 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 

She talk'd, she smii'd, my heart she wylM, 

She charmed my saul, I wistna how; 
And aye the stound, the deadly wound. 

Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 
But spare to speak, and spare to speed. 

She'll aiblrns listen to my vow : 
Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonnie blue. 



THE GYPSIES. 

The gypsies came to our good lord^s gate; 

And vow but they sang sweetly ! 
Our lady came^oun the music to hear^ 

They sang sae very completely. 
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And she came trmpin^ down the atair» 

And a* her mi^ before her; 
As soon as they saw her weel-faur'd face^ 

They coost the g^atimer o'er her. 

Gae tak frae me this gay mantle. 

And bring to me a plaidie ; 
For, if kith and kin and a* had sworn^ 

I'll follow the gypde laddie. 

Yestreen Hay in a wed-made bed. 

And my good lord beside me ; 
This night rll lie in a tenants bam. 

Whatever shall betide me. 

Oh come to your bed, says Johnie Fa, 
Oh come to your bed, my dearie ; 

For I vow and sw^ear by the hilt of my sword. 
Your lord shall nae mair come near ye« 

1*11 go to bed to my Johnie Fa, 

ril go to bed to my dearie; 
For I vow and swear by what past yestreen. 

My lord shall nae mair come neair me. 

And when our Lord came hame at een 

A|id speer'd for his fair lac^. 
Hie tane she cry'd, and the ither reply'd. 

She's awa wi* the gypue laddie. 

Gae saddle to me the black black steed, 
Gae saddle and task Hm ready ; 

Before that I either eat or sleep, . 
I'll gae and seek my fair lady. 

And we were fifteen well-made men. 

Of courage stout md steady; 
And we were a' put down, but ane, 

For a fair young wHnton lady. 
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I WISH I WSRB WHERE HELEN LIES. 

I WISH I were where Helen fies ! 
Night and day on me she cries 
To bear her company. 

would that in her aarksome bed - 
My weary frame to rest were laid 

Fion love and ansuUiL frae I 

1 hear, I hear the welcome sound 
Break slowly from the trembling pfiound 

That ever calls on me : 
Oh blessed yvc^ I could my power 
Vie with my wish, this very hour 

I'd sleep death's sleep with thee, . . 

A lover's sigh, a lover's tear^ 
Attended on thy tim^esa bier : 

What more can fhte require ? 
I hear, I hear the welcome sound—- 
Yes ; I will seek the sacred grotmd. 

And on thy grave expire* 

The womu now taste that rosy moittb. 
Where glow'd, short tiroei. the smiles of youth ; 

And in my heart's dear home. 
Her snowv bosom, knret to lie^M- 
I hear, I hear the wekMne cry I 

I come, my love! I come. 

O life begone 1 thy irksome scene 
Can bring no comrort to my pain : 

Thy scenes my pain recall 1 
My joy ts griefs my me is dead. 
Since she for whom I liv*d is iteds 

My lore, my hope^ my aU« 

. Take, take me to thy lovely side, 
8f my lost youth thou onbr brfdc 1 
O take me to thy tomn I 
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Yes life can fly-.a^ sorrow's wound. 

I come, I c^me, I come*- . , >. J- 
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. BWBUCHTS I^AWjJ^ 

Wile ye j^e to the ewbdigbtsi^iN^i^ny 
And wear in the^§beq> wi' meg? . . 

The sun shines sw^ my MarioDy . ., 
But not half ss^ ^e^ as thee* "^ ' 
O Maijorv'sjabonnie las^^ . . * -», 

And the blytliQ J?lint; s in h^^eg '^^'^. '' :. 
And faan ,wad I niairje Marion, !\t ^ ' ' 
Oin Minion waci-inarrie mee» * '' 

' There's go^ jn your garters/ 'Marion^ 
And siHer on your white hause4iaiie'; 
Fpu fiiine ;vj;ad I j^ase my Marion .. * ^ 
At ene quhaii^ :F auai ftsua«.'^ > , , . . ,,- - 
There's wawf lads, ijiEarnshaw, .M^OQ^ " > •" 
Quha gap and gtowr wi* then* ee 
At kirk ,quhen they se© niy Marion ; 
> Bul^nane o' them lues like mee. ' 

, . I've nine milk eo^es, ,n^ Maiipn^ / ' 

* ^iA cow,?and a bBa>%youayj ; . 
; W gfet^rem V to:^ 

i./' Upon hei\ bridal day. . .j . . ,. 

J*.- ^' Ani yee's get a green seyapfori, / / 
^. ' Ajid'lvaistcoat o' London brbun ; "' ^ 

Aftd wow but ye will be vapering ^ 

Quhaneer ye gang to thf^ tQ^lh^ .*, ^: 

» 

Fm young and stout* tny Mariot}, 
Nane dance like mee on the^gi^n;:. . * 
And gin ye forsake me, Marion^ ;. .-.>' , 
Ise een gae draw up wi' Jean,. V ^ ." / . 
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Sae put on your pearlins, Marion^ 

And kirtle o' cramasie ; 

And sune as my chin has nae hair oiK 

I sail cum west and see yee. « 



BESSY BELL AND MARY GRAY. 

&AMSAV. 

Bessy JBell and Mary Gray 

They are twa bonnie lasses; ^ 

They bigg'd a bower on yon bum brae, 

Ajid theek'd it owr wi* rashes. 
4 Bessy Bell I loo*d yestreen. 

And thocht I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawl^ een 

They gar my fancy felter. 

Bessy's hair's like a lint tap. 

She smiles like a May n^ornino; ; 
When Phcebus starts frae Thetis'^lap 

Th^ lulls with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, saft is her hand. 

Her wabt and feet i\i' genty. 
With ilka grace she can command; 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 

Mary's locks are like the craw, ** 

Her eye like diamond glances,^ 
She's ay sae clean, redd-up, and bi^aw. 

She kills whene'er she dances* - 
BIythe as a kid, with wit at will,' 

She blooming, tight, and tall is ; * ' 
And guides her airs sae gracefu' still; 

O Jove, she's like thy I^as ! 

Bessy Bell and Mary Gray 
Ye unto sair oppress usr 
Vol. L I 
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Our fandes jee between you twa. 
Ye are sic bonnie lasses. 

Waes me, for baith I canna get. 
To ane by law we're stented; 

Then Fll draw cuts and take my fate. 
And be with ane contented* 



»»%<M%l»»8 » ^ 



OWR THE BOGIE. 

RAM9AY. 

2 will awa w? my hve, 

I will awa w^ ker ; 
Tho^ c^' my kin had sworn tmd said, 

PU owr the Bogie wH^ her. 

If I can get but her ccmsent, 

I dinna care a strae; 
Tho' ilka ane be discontent, 

Awa wi' her 111 gae. 

IwiXLawtty 8fC, 

For now ^e's mistress of my heart. 

And wordy of my hand, 
4nd weil I wat we shanna part 
\ For siller or for l^fid. 
Let rakes delight to swear and drink. 

And beaux admire fine lace; 
But my chief pleasure is to blink 

On Betty's bonnie face. 

/ w%ll awa, j-er. 

There a' the beauties do combine 
Of colour, traits, and air; 

The saui diat sparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare. 

Her flowing wit gives shining life 
To a' her other charms ; 



J 



How blest ni be when 8be*» my trife» 
And lockt up in my arms ! 

I will awa, Sf&, 

There blythely would I rant and ting; 

While o'er ker sweets I range ; 
ril cry, Your humble servant* king ! 

Shame fa' them that wad change, 
A kiss of Betty, and a smile, 

Abeet ye wad lay dovm 
The right ye hae to Britain's isle. 

And offer me your crown. 

/ wUl awa, 4^c. 



%»»%i»^^%»»» 



SONG. 

TiTNE— " m never leaoe thee,* 

Oh spare the dreadful thought. 
If I sliould leave thee ! 
May I all pleasure leave. 
Lass, when I leave thee ! 
Leave thee, leave thee ! 
How can I leave thee? 
May I all pleasure leave. 
Lass, when I leave thee ! 

By all ftke Joys of love 
1*11 never leave thee. 
May I all p)eas^re leave, 
Lass, when I leave thee ! 
Leave thee, leave thee ! 
How can I leave thee? 
May I all pleasure leave/ 
Lass, when I leave thee ! 



100 LOYB soNas^ 

THE SOGER LADDIE. 

RAMSAY. 

My soger laddie is over the 8ea» 
And he will bring gold and money to me ; 
And when he comes home he'll mak me a lady; 
My blessing gang with my soger laddie. 

My favourite laddie is handsome and brave. 
And can as a soger and lover behave ; 
True to his country; to love he is steady; 
Few can compare wi' my soger laddie. 

Shield him ye an^ds frae death in alarms. 
Return him in tnumph to my lan^ng arms ; 
From every care ye ever will free me, 
When back to my wishes my soger ye gie me. 

O soon may his honours bloom fair on his brow^ 
As quickly they must, if he get his due ; 
For in noble actions his courage is ready. 
Which makes me delight in my soger laddie. 



THE BANKS OF CLYDE. 

While some praise the pastoral matgin of Tweed, 
And others the beautiful banks of die Tay, 
Accept, O fair Clyde, of my dutiful lay; 
Thy rural meanders no stream can exceed. 

Full oft thy wild banks in my youth did I tread. 
The trout and the par from thy wave to decoy ; 
Maria then shar*d m my innocent joy : — 
But Maria is false, and my pleasures are fled. 
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DEIL TAK THE WARS- 

d'othtt. 

Deil tak the wars that hurried Willie frae me, 

Wha to loe me just had sworn ; 
They made him a captain sure to undo me ; 

Wae .is me ! he'll never return. 
A thousand Ioudb abroad will fight bim, 

He frae thousands neV wiU run. 
DtLY and night I did invite him 
To stay ^e frae sword and gun. 
I us'd alluring graces, 
Wi' mony kind embraces. 
Now sighing, then crjong, tears letting MX : 
And had he my saft arms, 
Prrfchp'd to war's alarms, 
By love grown mad, without the man of God, 
I fear in my fit I had granted alL 

I wash'd and patchM to make me look provoking. 
Snares tiiat they tald me would catch the men ; 
And on my head, a huge commode sat cocking. 

Which made me show as tall again. 
For a new gown too I paid muckle money. 

Which with gowden flowers did shine : 
Well might my love think me gay and bonnie, 
Nae Scots lass was e'er sae fine. 
My petticoat I spotted, 
Fnnge too with thread I knotted ; 
With lac'd shoes, and silk hose garter'd over knee. 
But O the fatal thought ! 
To WiiUe they were nought ; 
Who rid to touns, and rifled wiui dragoons, 
When he, silly loon, might have rifled me. 

13 
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SONG. 

.RAMSAY. 

AlC thou toert mine am things 
I wad loe thee, I wad loe thefiy 
ArC thou wert rmne ain thing. 
How dearly wad 1 loe thee! 

Of race dhrine thou needs must be. 
Since naething earthly equals thee; 
For heaven's sake O favour me, 
Wha only lives to loe thee. 

AiC thou werty 4*. 

Sae lang's I hae the use o' light, 
I'd on 3iy beauties feast my sight, ^ 
Syne in saft whispers through the night 
I'd tell bow much I loe thee. 

An^ thou wert, 4^. 

Tho' I were numbered wi* the dead 
My saul should hover round thy head; 
I may be turn'd a siJlpat shade^ 
But never cease to loe thee. 

An^ thou wert, 4^. 



SONG. 



WEBSTE&. 

TuNB,— ." Alloa House." 

Oh how could I venture to luve ane like thee. 
And you not despise a poor conquest like me? 
On lords, thy. admirers, could look wi' disdain, 
And knew I was naething yet pitied my pain ? 
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Tou said, while the^ teasM you with nomeiise and dress* 
When real the passion the vanity's less. 
You saw thro' tnat silence which others despise. 
And while beaus were aptauking read love in my eyes. 

O how shall I ^tuild tbee and kiss a' thy <cbarmSy 
Till fainting wi' oleasure I die in your arms. 
Thro* dl the wild transports oT ecstasy tos^ 
Till sinking together together we're lost 1 
O where is the maid that like thee ne'er can cloy. 
Whose wit does enliven each dull pause of joy. 
And when the short raptures are all at an end. 
From beautiful mistress turns senablc friend? 

In vain do I praise thee, or strive to reveal, 

(Too nice for expression) what only we feelc 

In a' diat ye do, in each look and each mien. 

The graces in waiting adorn you tmseen. 

When I see you I love you,^hen hearing adore ; 

I wonder ana think you a woman no more : 

mi mad wi* admiring I canna contain. 

And kissing your lips you turn woman again: , 

With thee in my bosom how can 1 despair? 
ni gaze on thy beauties and look awa care; 
I'll ask thy advice when with troubles opprest, 
Which never displeases but always is best. 
In al) that* I write I'll thy judgmelit require. 
Thy Wit shall correct what thy charms did inspire, 
rn kiss thee and press thee till youth is all o'er; 
And then live in friendship when passion's no more. 



BOTHWELL BANK, 

On the bly^e bdtane as I went. 
Be mysel attour the green bent, 
Wharby &e crystal waves of Clyde 
Throch saug^s and hai^g hazels glydt^ 



^ 104 IXJtt SOK68* 

/ There" sawBy sitting on a brae 

I heard a'dameel speak her vme, 

^ O Bothwell bank thoa blumest fair^ 
*^ But ah thou mak'st my heart fou sair I 
** For a* beneath thy holts ste grene 
*^ My luve and I would at at ene ; 
^ While primroses and daisies mixt 
^ Wi' blue bells in my locks he fixt* 

^ But he left me ae drearie day, 
** And haplie now sleeps in the clay f 
•• Without ae sich his dcthe to roun, 
** Without ae flouir his grave to croun ! 
^ O Bothwell bank th«tt blumest fair, 
^ But 1^ thou mak'st my heart iu^ sair I 



SONG, 

MARQUIS OF HONTAOSE. 

My dear and only love, I pray 

Tliat little world of thee 
Be govem'd by no 6ther sway 

But purest monarchy. 
For if confusion have a part. 

Which virtuous souls abhor ; 
I'll csdl a synod in my heart, 

And never love the6 mor«w 

As Alexander I will reign. 

And I will reigA idone ; 
My thoughts did ever more disdain 

A rival on my throne. 
He either fears nis fate too much. 

Or his deserts ar^ small, 
Who dftred not put it to the toueb 

To gam or lose it alL 
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And in the empire of thy hearty 

Where I should solely be, . 
If others do pretend a part^ 

Or dare to share witn me ; 
Or committees if thou erect. 

Or go OB such a score, 
ril smiling mock at thy neglect. 

And never love thee more. 

But if no faithless action stain 

Thy love and constant word, 
ril make the famous by my pelt. 

And glorious by my swora. 
ni serve thee in such noble ways 

As ne'er were known before; 
FU deck and croun thy head with bays. 

And love thee more and more. 



LOCHABER. 

RAMSAT. 

Faiieweil to Lochaber, fareweil to my Jean, 
Where heartsome with her I have mony a day been : 
To Lochaber no more, to Lochaber no more. 
We'll maybe return to Lochaber no more. 
These tears that I shed they are a* for my dear. 
And not for the dangers attending on weir ; 
Tho' bore on rough seas to a far bloody shore. 
Maybe to return .to Lochaber no more 1 

nio- hurricanes rise, tho' rise every wind. 
No tempest can equal the storm m my mind : 
Tho' loudest of thunders on louder waves roar, 
There's naething like leaving my love on the shore. 
To leave thee behind me my Yieart is stur.pain'd, 
But by ease that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd : 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave; 
And I maun deserve it before I can crave. 
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Then glorj^ my Jeaiif , matm pfend my excmi^ 
Since honour commands me how can I refuse r 
Without it I ne'er can bafve merit fbr thee'; 
And losing thy favouif Vd better not be* 
I gae then^ my lass, to wifl honour and fame, 
Andy if I ^ou^d chance 1K> cewieglonons hame> 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love ronnia^ o*et. 
And then 111 leave thee and Lochaber tto morew 



TWEEDSiDE. 

LOUD YESTEIU 

WitAN Peggy md I war ae<q[tiaiot 

I carried my noddle ib'' hie; 
Nae lintwhite or a* the gay plainv 

Nae gowdspink sae bonnie as she* 
I whistled, I pip^d, and I sang ; 

Iwoo'd, but I cam naegfeit speed r 
Therefore I maun wander abroa(^ 

And lay my banes far frae the Tweedi. 

To P^gy my love I cBd tell ; 

My tears did fny passion express : 
Alas f fo^I looM her owre weil. 

And the women I09 sic a man less* 
Her heart it wad i^zen and caulc^ 

Her pride had my ruin decreed; 
Therefore I maun wander abroad. 

And lay my banes far foe the Tvee<L 



BIRKS OP ABBRGELDiE. 

Bonnie lassie will ^e go. 
Will ye go, will ye"go> 
Bonme lassie will ye go 
To the birks of Abergeldiet? 
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Ye saU get aeovn of silk, 
A gown of Silk, a gown <^ vSk^ 
Ye sail get • gown of silk. 
And coat of oillimankie. 

Ka, kind sb*, I dar nac gang, 
I dar nae |a%, I dar nae gang, 
Na, kind sir, I dar nae gang^ 
My minny will be an^r* 
$4 <«ir; ^ die i^ 
Wad she fljte, wad she flyte; 
Sair, sair, wad she flyte; 
And sair wad she ban me. 



LOW DOWN IN THE BROOM. 

JAMES CARNEGISy ESQ. 

My -daddy is a cankei^d carle. 
He'll na twin w? his gear; 

My minny is a scalding wif^ 
Hands a^ the house asteer. 

But hi them joy, w let them do^ 

Ifsdanetowte; 
JBhr Jk^i low down m ike htaom 

Wmtmgfor^mei 
Waiting for me mjf hve, . 

Wcdtmgfor nte. 
For he^s low dovm m tke hroom 

Waiting for me* . 

My aunty Kate sits at her wheel. 
And sair she lightlies me ; 

But wdl I ken its a' for spite. 
For ne'er a jo has she. 

But let them tay, ^c. 

My cousin Madge was sair bqi;nM!fl ^ 
Wi' Johnny o' the^len; 
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And ave dnsyne Bhexrie6> Beware 
Of raise deluding men. 

But let them »ay^ ^c» 

deed Sandy he came west ae night 
And speer'd when I saw Pate ; 

And ay sinsyne the neighbours round 
They jeer me air and late, 

Hut let them say^ ^c. 



SONG. 

Come Annie, let us kiss our fill. 
And never dream of ftiture ill; 
Youthheid is Love's Kaliday, 
Let us use it whan we may. 

See the fields are fill'd we snaw. 
The winter blasts fou bitter blaw 
In icy chains the streams are tyed i 
Tint is a' the simmer's pride. 

We, my luvdy lass, owr sune. 
Whan our lai^mg' simm^'s done. 
Maun the blasts o' Age sust^un ; 
And yield us to 4eadi'» icy chain* 

Let us bruik the present hour. 
Let us pou the fleeting flouir ; 
Youthheid is Love's haliday. 
Let us use it whan we may. 



SONG. 



SAW ye my father, or saw ye my mither. 
Or saw ye my true love John? 

1 saw nae 3^dur father, I saw nae yoiir mitfa^. 
But I saw your true love John. 
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If 8 nov ten at n^ht, end the stare gie nee lights 

And the bells they ring ding dang. 
He's met wi' some delay that causes him to stay. 

But he wOl he here ere lang. 

The surly auld carl did aaelliiig but snail. 

And Johnny's face it srew red. 
Yet tho* he^onen sigh'd he n^er a word replied, 

HU a* were -asieep in bed. 

Then up Johnny rose, and to the door he goes. 

And gently titied the jmi. 
The lassie taking tent unto the door she weaf^ 

And she opeird and lat him in. 

And are ye come at last ! and do I hold ye fn^t ! 

And is my Johnny true? 
I have nae time to tell, but sae lang's I like mysel, 

Sae lang sail I4ike you. 

Flee up, flee up, aiy bonnie p:ey eock. 

And craw whan it is day; 
And your neck shall be like the bonnie beaten gold. 

And your wings of the silver-grey. 

The cock proVd fidse, and untrue he was, 

For he crew anhour.owre soon: 
The lassie thought it day when she sent her We away. 

And it was but a blink of the moon. 



SONG. 

There gaed a fair maiden out to walk, 
In a sweet morning of July; 

She was gay, bonnie, coy, and young, 
But met wi' a lad unruly. 

He took her by the lily-white hand 
And swore he loo'd her truly; 
Vou L K 
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The man forgot but the nudd thought od; 
it was in the month of July ! 



%r%^>%%^%»^)% 



BONNY BARBARA ALLAN. 

It was in and about the l^ortimnas time. 
When the green leairea wer(^.aHfalliDg, 

That Sir John Graeme, in thjei west countries 
Fell in lov^ with Bi^rbara iUlan, 

He sent his man down Uvo'the town. 
To the plaee where she was dwelling 9 

O haste and cum to mv master dearji 
Gin ye be Barbara AUan^ 

O hoolvit hooly, rose she 1^, 

To the place where he was lyings 
And when she drew the curtain by,' 

Young man I think you're dying, 

O it's Vtn rick,, and very very sick^ 

And *tis a' for Barbara Allan. 
O the better for ine ye's never be. 

Though your heart's blood were a' spillingi 

O dinna ye mind* young man, said she, 
When ye was in the tavern a-drii\king, 

That ye made the healths eae round and round^ 
And slij^ted Barbara AUan, 

He turn'd his face unto ibe wa*. 
And death was with him dealmg. 

Adieu, adieu, my dear friends a% 
And be kind to Barbara Allan, 

And slowly, slowly raise she up^ 

And slowly, slowly left him ; 
And sighing, said, she couM not stay. 

Since death of life had rwft him« 



i 



LdVlE SOHGS. Ill 

Che had nae ^ne a mile but twa. 
When she heard the deid-bell riogiqg^ 

And every jow the deid-bell geid. 
It cry'd woe to Bwbam ASan ! . 

O mother, mother, mak my bed» 

^ O mak k saH: and naftow; 
Since my luve died for me to-day^ 
rU die for him to-morrow. 



SONG. 

* 

Tune — ^ Leaderhaughs and Yarrcw^ 

I DaEAx'n a dreary dream last night; 

God keep us a' frae sorrow I 
I dream'd I puM the birk sae green 

Wi' my true luve on Yarrow. 

ril read your dream, my sister dear, 

FU tell you a* your sorrow : 
Ye pu'd the birk wi' your true love j 

He's kiU'd, he's kilTd on Yarrow. 

gende wind that bloweth south 

To where my luve repaireth, 
C!onvey a kiss from his dear mouthy 

And tell me how he fareth 1 

ftit o'er yon glen run artned men^ 
Have wrought me dule and sorrow i 

They've slain, they've slain the comeliest tWdt) } 
He bleeding lies on Yarrow. . 
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THE PLAID AMANO THE HEATHER. 

MACNIEL. 

Tune—" Old Highlaml Laddie^ 

The wind blew hie owre mulr «id lea, 
And dark and stonny grew die weather; 

The rain rain'd sair; nae shelter near 
But my luve's plsdd amang the heather. 

.0 my borniie Highland lad. 

My wifuome, teeelfaurd Highland lad^ ^ 
Who wad mind the wind and rain. 

Sloe weel rotted in hit tartan plaidie? 

Close to his breast he held me fast;— 
See cozie^ warm, we lay thegither; 

Nae simmer heat was half sae sweet 
As my luye's pladd aiaaiig the heather I 

O my honnie, ^. 

;Mid wind and rain he tauld his tale; 

My lightsome heart grew like a feathe ; 
It lap sae quick I cou'dna speak. 
But silent sigh'd amang me heather. 

O my dtsM, ^r. 

Hie storm Uew past; w^ kiss'd in haste ; 

I hameward ran and tauld my mither; 
She gloom'd at first, but soon confest 

The bowls row'd right amang the heather. 

O my bonnie, ^c. 

Now Hymen^s beam gilds bank and stream, 
Whare Will aad I fresh flowers will giMiber; /^/ 

Nae storms I fear. Pre got my dear - ^ 

Kind-hearted lad amang the heather. 

O my bonme Highland lad, ' *,• •'" 

Mywmsome, weel^auf^d Highland &Mi^s\ 

Shpfdd Horm$ appear, my WUPt aye nait 
To row me n^ hit tartan pbddie* , 
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MARY. 

TwE^^ The Etoe^htty Marum^ 

Wnx ve go to the Indiesy my Mary^ 
'■ And leave auld ScotiaS shore? 
WiW ye go to the Indies, my Maiy» 
Acrioss the Atlantic's roar ? 

sweet grows the time an(l the orange^ 

And the apple upon the pine, 
fiut a* the charms o* the Indies 

Can never equal thine* 

^ • 

\ hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true; 

And sae may the Heavens foiget me^ 
When I forget my vow i 

O^^light roe you)* faith, my Mary, .^ 

And plight me your Iily*white hand; 

O plight me your faith, my Mary,' 
Before I leave Scotia's strand 

We hae plichted our troth, my Mary, 

In miit&fu afibction to ioin, 
And curst be the cause that shall part us I 

Hie. hour and the moment o' time ! 
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*twk% when the wan leaf frae die bu-k tr^ was fsixtig * 
4^d Martinmas dowie had wpuhd up the jrear, 

Hiltt LuCrv row'd up her wee' kist ^v? her a' in't,. 
Andle& her nulci v^^.% and neibonrs:.9tie deaiv 







For Lucy had served i' the glen a' the simmer ; 

She cam there afore thelow'r bloom'd on the pes; 
An orphan was she, an' they had been gude till her. 

Sure that was'diet&ing l^ought the tear in her ee. 

She ^ed b^ the stably whare Jamie was stannin'. 

Right sair was his kmd heart the fiittin' to see ; 
Fare ye weel, I^uor! quo' Jamie, and ran in. 

— The gatherin^ tears trickled fast frae her e'e. 
As down the bum-side she gaed slow wi' her flitting 

Fare ye^ wed, Lucy I was ilka bird's sang; 
She heard the craw sayin't, high on the tree sittin'. 

And Robin was chn^in't the brown leaves amaag. 

O what b't that pits my poor heart in a flutter? 

And whiit gars ihie tear come sae fiist to my e'e ? 
H I was nae ettled to be onie better. 

Then what .gars me wish oaie better to be? 
Fm just like a lammie tJiat loses its nuther ; 

Nae mitha* nor frien' the poor lammie can see; 
^4;I fear I hae left my bit heart a' thegither, 

Nae wcmder the tear &'s sae fast frae my e'e. 

Wi* the rest o' my daes I hae rowM up the ribbon. 

The bonnie blue ribbon that Jamie ga'e me : 
Yestreen when he ga'e me't, and saw I was sabbin', 

m never forget the wae blfak o' his e'e. 
Thp* now he said naething, but Fare re wed, Lucy I 

It made me I neither could speak, hear, nor see: 
He could na say mair, but lust Fare ye weel„ Lucy ? 

Yet thi« I will mind to the day that I die. 

The lamb likes the gowan wi' dew when it*s dronkit; 

The hare likes the brake, and the braitd on the lee; 
But Lucy likes Jamie;— she tam'd and^she looldt; 

She thought the dear place she wad never mwr see. 
Ah I weel may young Jamie gang dowie and eheei'lett; 

And weel may he greet on the bank o' the buln 1 
His bonnie ^weet Lucy, sae gentle and peerless. 

Lies cauid in her gr«vei and will never retitfU. 
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THE WAKBERINO LAD¥. 

FOUND£D ON A TAUE STOAT. 
, Mas. JOHN HUNTER. 

Through dreaiy wilds fbriorn I go 
Whei) loud the storms of winter blow; 
On me they waste their rage in vainy 
For I can reel nor joy nor pain. 

My sheep, companions kind and tme. 
Yes, I can feel a pang for you; 
Come, gather round, and I will ke^ 
The watch, and sing while you shall slee • 

Ah, these were once my lorer^s car^ 
Of all the flock he held them dear ; 
With me they left thor natite fold. 
And braved tJie winds of winter ccrfd. 

They follow wheresoe'er I lead. 
And while I at and see them feed, 
Metiiinks the sunny days return > 

Ere yet my heart had learnt to mourn. 

To mourn a father's cmel pride. 

By whose rash hand my lover ctied; ^ 

O cruel, druel was the deed. 

That cau^d so kind a heart to bleed. 

O youth belov'd, thy voice no more 
Can peace to my sad soul restore ; 
To sedL.thy native hills I fly, 
'Where ttoii wert bom I go to die ! 



>*. 
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WILLIAM ASit) NANCY. 

A BALLAD. 

^Rft. lOHK HUNTER. 

• 

As on the transport's dusk^ dde^ 
Young William stood with folded armiy 

Silent he watch'd the rising tide. 
The loud wind filled him with alarms^ 

Not for himself he knew to fear. 
But for one dearer far than li&; 

Nancy, in parting doubly dear, 
His tender bride, his faithful wife. 

• 

She still had hop'd to share his fate. 
To soothe him in affliction's hour; 

On all his wandering steps to wait. 
And ^ye the comfort in her powef • 

But chance denied the wish'd-for prize, 
The envied lot another drew ; 

Now sorrow dim^d her sleepless e^es» 
And to despair her sorrow grew* 

But when the shouting seamen strove 
To tow the vessel on its way, 

Wakfd ^m despair by anxious love, 
She rnsh'd along the crowded quay^ 

The sidls unfurled, as gliding round, 
The parting cheers still louder grew, . 

She flew, and with a fearful bound ' ' 
Dr<^'d in her William's arms below* .. 
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A BALLAD 

or THB EI6HTEBNTH CENTCBT. 
MBS. JOHN HUNTES. 

'TwAS at the time the moon's hroad shield 

Shone 'midst the vaulted skies^ 
While trembling round in reaak stat^ 

The starry myriads rise. 

Her pale beams silvered o'er t^e gate 

Where sculptur'd frenzy giares. 
And moping melancholy scQwii 

Upon a world of cares. 

From these dark cells where horror reigni^ 

And wild distraction bides^ 
A hapless maniac burst heir chains^ 

And through the portal glides. 

Onward she pres^'d, with ef^er haste» 

So swift sl|e seem'd to Ay, 
One obj^t fiU'd her troubled breast 

And fix'd her wand'ring eye. 

Loose fiow'd her robes, and on her breast 

ChiU fell the ey'ning dew; 
She felt it not ; cold blew the blast. 

The blast unheeded blew. 

Forward she press'd, witib eagei^ haste. 

The weU kuQwn mansioQ sought, 
Where pass'd in.youth those, hwppier day^ \ 

Whicn still retum'd in thought. 

l%roiigh lighted halls of gay resort* 
Andtrim domestic bands» .. . . 

She pass'd resistless and t^ once 
Befibre the banquet stands. 



^.'.*, !.,._. 
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O most unlook*d-fbr at that hoard, 

And most unwelcome guest; 
Cold is for thee the marble h^urt^ 

Which robb'd thee of thy rest 

Appall'd he ▼iew'd her alter'd form^ 

And met her vacant eye ; 
The blood forsook his conscious cheek* 

And nature fbrc'd a ngh. 

With the wild glance of keen despair 

She e/d the shining train. 
Of lords, and knights, and ladies fair. 

Who silent all remain. 

Hien recollecting, quick she cried, 
" ,Why was I hence convey'd. 

By fiends accurst, to darkness clrear. 
And thou deniest me aid ? 

• Where are my children? are th^ near? 

O bring them to mv sisht I 
Alas ! I rave; banish d raey fled; 

Like me foi^gotten quite. 

*' I bum, I bum ! a wheel of fire 
Whirls round my tortur'd brain t 

They come; they tear them fix>m my arms. 
And I resist in vain. 

** Ah ! see they weep: 1 cannot weep ! 

Frown not, nor look unkind; 
That gentle pity sheds her balm 

To sooth my troubled mind. 

^ Fair blooms thy bride in pride of youth ; 

But will she love like me? 
The holy knot is often ried, 

And yet the heart is free. 



J 
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^ Were not ambition, wealth, and show. 

The aim of her desires ? 
Is it from youth declining age 

Can hope for mutual &res ? 

^ For me, I lov'd thee more than life. 

My children or my fame ! 
t^oT seiz'd a shelter from disgrace, 

Beneath thy ofFer'd name. 

** But, hark ! methinks a distant bell 

Low warns me to attend, 
Where the last beam of parting hope 

Marks out a kinder friend. 

'* Death is the friend I go to meet, 

And from his bounty crave 
All that can now remain for me, 

An undlsthiguishM grave." 

She stopt, scream'd wild; with frantic laugh 

She darted to the door. 
And, in the passing of a diought. 

Fled, to return no more. 



THE FAREWELL* 

Mas. JOHN RUNTEB. 

Fab from hope, and lost to pleasure, 
Haste away to war's alarms ! 

Sad I leave iny soul's dear treasure^ 
For the dismal din of arms, 

fiul, ah ! for thee I follow gjlory. 
To gain thy love I dare to die; 

And when my comrades t^ my story, 
T1k>u shalt lament iBe,«;iSh a sigh. 
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All my griefs will then be over. 
Sunk in death's eternal rest; 

You may regret a fudifiil lover. 
Though you refuse to make him blessM. 

Bestow a tear of kind con^assion 
To grace a hapless solcU^s tomb ; 

And, aJi ! foigive a fatal passion. 
Which reason could not overcome. 



REMEMBRANCE. 

mUi. JOHN HUNTER. 

Whil6 I behold the moon's pale beam, 
Her'lieht, perhaps, reflects on thee, 

As wand'cing near the silver stream, 
Iliy sad remembrance turns to me*. 

Ah, to for^ ! the wish were vain ! 

Our sotuslwere form'd thus fond to be; 
No more I'll^lygpnrmur and comj^n, 

FcNT thou, ^ love, wilt think on me. 

Silent and sad, I take my way. 
As fortune deigns my bark to steer; 

Of hope a faint and distant ray > 
Our far divided days shall cneer. 

Ah ! to return, to meet again ! 

Dear blissfid thought ! witJb love and tliee ! 
No more I murmur and complain. 

For thou, my love, wilt tiunk on me. 
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THE MOMENTS FLY. 

UBS. JOHN HUNTEB. 

The momente fiLy« and we jnust.part. 

To weep a long adieu; 
Bat still this fond, this faithful heart. 

Shall £eel> -diall beat for you. 

Though seaft and adverse fates divide^ 

Yet thought unseen shall fly 
Upon the light breeze o'er the tide^ 

And in your bosom die. 



YOUNG DESIRES GROW OLD AND DIE. 



HAS» JOHN HUNTER. 

Fab, far from me my love is fled. 
In a light skiff he tempts the sea. 

The young desires his sails have spread. 
And hope his pilot deigns to be. , 

The promis'd lend of varied ioy, 

Wkieh so delfts km fickle mind. 
In waking dreams his days employ. 

While I, poor I, nng to- tiie wind. 
But young <ksires 'grow old and die, 

And hope no more the helm may steer; 
Beneath -a dark and stormy sky 

Shall fall the late rqMantant tear. 

While I, within my peaceful grot, 
May hear the distant tempest roar. 

Contented with niy humble lot. 
In safety on the friendly ^ore. 
Vol. L L 
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IN AIRY DREAMS FOND FANCY FLIES, 

MBS. JOHN HUNTEB. 

In airy dreams fond fancy flies, ^ 

My absent love to see, 
And with the early dawn I rise. 

Dear youth, to diink of thee. 

How swiftly flew the ro^ hours. 
When hope and love were new; 

Sweet was the time as op'ning flowery 
But ah ! 'twas transient too. 

The moments now move slowly on. 

Until thy wish'd return; 
I count them pensive and alone. 

As in the shades I mourn. 

Return, return, my love and charm 

Each anxious care to rest ; 
Thv voice shall every doubjt disarm. 

And soothe my troubled breast. 



O TUNEFUL VOICE, I STILL DEPLORE, 

MRS. JOHN HUNTER. 

O TUNEFUL voice, I still deplore. 

Those accents which, tho' heard no more. 

Still vibrate on my heart; 
In echo's .cave I long to dwell. 
And still would hear the sad farewell, 

When we were do<Mn'd to part. 

Bright eyes, O that thetask were mine. 
To guard the liquid fires that shine. 

And round your orbits play; 
To watch them with a vestal s care. 
And feed with smiles a light so fair, 

That it may ne'er decay. 
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SPRING RETURNS. 

HR9. JOHN HUNT£B« 

Sp&ino returns, the flowrets blow; 
Will. hope return? ah, no i ah, not 
With the dreams of youth she Bies, 
And like the rose, her emblem, dies* 
Fancy droops beneath the shade. 
And all the gay delights are fled. 
Spring returns, the nowrets blow ; 
Will hope return ! ah, no ! ah, no i 



THE FATAL MOMENT I BEHELD. 

MRS. JOHN HUNTER. 

Tift fatal moment I beheld. 

Those eyes so fondly fix'd on me, . 
Some magic sure my heart compell'd 

To ^lace'its dearest hopes on thee. 
And my true faith can alter never, 
Though thou art gone, perhaps for ever. 

Nor dangers past, nor woes to come. 
Thy image from my soul can part. 

Through years of anguish to the tomb 
'Twill follow this devoted heart; 

And my true faith can alter never, 

Thoi:^h thou art gone, perhaps for ever. 



WHEN HOLLOW BURSTS THE RUSHING WIND. 

MRS. JOHN HT7NTRR. 

When hollow bursts the rushing wind. 

And heavy beats the shower. 
This anxious, aching bosom finds 

No comfort in its power. 
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For ah, my love ! it little knowA 
What thy hard fate may he; 

What bitter storm of fortune blows. 
What tempests trouble thee. 

A wayward fate hath twin'd the thread 
On which our days depend, 

And darkling in die checker'd shade, 
She draws it to an end. 

But whatsoe'er may be thy doom. 

The lot is cast for me; 
Or in the world, or in the tomb. 

My heart is fix'd on thee. 



MY MOTHER BIDS MB BIND MY HAIR. 

MR8. JOHN HUNTJER. 

Mt mother bids me bind my hair 

With bands of rosy hue. 
He up my deeves with ribbons rare. 

And laee my bodice blae« 

For why, she cries, sit still and wec|>» 

While others dance and play? 
Alas ! I scarce can go or creqp. 

While Lubin is away. 

'Tis sad to think the days are gon^ 
When those we love were near; 

I sit upon this mossy stone. 
And sigh when none can hear. 

And while I spin my Baxen thread. 

And sing my simple lay, 
The village seems asleep, or dea4» 

Now Lubin is away. 
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MARIA'S GRAV£« 

IN TWO PA&T8. 
IfRS. JOHN HUNTER. 

Come, gentle maidens, gather round, 

Bring sprigs of rosemary and rue. 
Strew virgin lilies on the ground, 

And the wild rose embalm'd in dew. 

Emblem of hope, upon the thorn 
Their transient beauties bloom and die^ 

While yet their sweets perfume the moro^ 
They on Maria's grave shall lie. 

For she was fair, as fairest floWer, 

And gentle as the breath of peace; 
But now her charms exist no more, 

And soon their memory shall cease. 

I raise the song, a name so dear 
From cold oblivion's power to stive; 

Come) gentle maidens^ round, and heaf 
The mournful story at her grave. 

Methinks I see her on the beach, , 

Her eyes still fixed upon the sea; 
Her thoughts beyond the ocean reacb^ 

Heriry, they were fixed on thee I 

Above her sex^s little arts. 

Their feign'd contempt, or proud disdAin, 
She own'd the sympathy of hearts, 

She lov'd, and was belov'd again. 

But glory's voice young Henry heard. 
Fortune and honours wait the brave ; 

The youth Maria's heart prefer'd, 
Resolv'd to dare the hostile wave. 
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Dauntless to seek his countiy'sfbes, 
And bravely guard her injured ri^tSy 

Warm from the h^art his courage flows^ 
For love and honour Henry fights. 

But who can paint the anxious days. 
The lingering, long, and heavy hoursy 

The silent tears affection pays. 
The sad forebodings love endures ? 

The rushing winds at dead of night. 
Which shake her casement's slender frames 

Disturbs her rest with wild affright. 
For evils yet without a name. 

In dismal dreams they meet again, 
Again she hears his parting sighs; 

The sails are spread, he dcims the main> 
And far the bounding vessel flies. 

She wakes, and to the sounding shore 
At early dawn her st^ would movei, 

Counting the days of absence o'er; 
How s]o\^ their pace appears to love ! 

I sec her standing on the beach. 
Her eyes stiii nx'd imon the sea; 

Her thoughts beyond me ocean rwh ; 
O Henry i they were fix'd on thee ! 

Long absent on the wat'ry waste. 
In Britain's cause his sword he drew ; 

And vanquish'd foes his fame increased. 
While with his fame Ins fortune grew. 

Nor glory's pride, nor fiercest war, 
Maria from his thoughts could part; 

Though absent long and distant fieur, 
i>he still was nearest tb his heffft. 



From ev'ry port with aaxiotts care^ 
His kind attentive fondness wrote; 

His love would sdll some gift preperes 
As witness to his constant tkong^t. 

The last remembrance she recuv'd 
Her cheek with rosy blushes spread, 

A trembling hope her soul decei^d. 
While tuese so^ words 8he.£uilt'ring read. 

** To thee, Maria, thee alone, 
Each tender thought delights to fly. 

This constant heart is all thy own. 
For thee I live, for thee could die. 

^ For thy dear sake I still pursue 
Unceasing toUs, and think them sweet; 

For now thie time appears in view, 
When we agmn in joy shall meet, 

^ Fly fast, ye hours ! with winged haste, 
Propitious gaies, come waft me o'er ! 

Swift let me cross the wat'ry waste. 
To meet my love ! and part no more ^^ 

BAB9r II. 

I SAW Maria on the bepnb. 

Her eyes were fix?d upon the sea; * 
Her thoughts beyond the waters reach, 

O Henry ! she expected thee I 

BxMcted thee, her han4 to claim, 

Thy faithful imssion's sacred riaht; 
Hope saw thee crown'd with weakh and fame, 

And lave exulted m the right- 
Gay flatt'ring hoj)e ! how bright you seem, 

GUding some joy beyond me hour 1 
A painted doud a fairy dream, ' 

A rainbow in a summer's shower. 
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Sudden distracting terrors risei 
Unthought-of iUs their bopes assail i 

A dark and dreadfuls rumour flies^ 
And time confirms the horrid tale« 

The demon of the trembling West 
With, ruthless fury rears his head 

From the Atlantic's troubled breast. 
And dire destruction round is ^ead» 

He rises on the water's roar, 
And death and desolation brings; 

The boiling sea, the burning shore. 
He sweqM with unrelenting wings. 

The warring elements at strife, *" 

Seem wild with rage, and mad with power; 
And thousands sunk from light and life. 

The victims of that fatal hour., 

» 

Brave Henry's gallant vessel lay, 
ni-starr'd ! near that devoted coast. 

How. shall I tell, dor need I say. 
That he, and all his hopes were lost. 

• He fell by no proud conqu'ring foe. 
That thought was sure in mercy giv'n; 
And patience must support the blow 
Innicted by the hand of Heaven. 

I saw her seated on the beach, « 

Her eyes were fix'd upon the sea. 

Her thoughts the depdis of ocean reach ; 
O Henry ! still they followed thee. 

No loud complaints were heard to rise^ 

*Twas vast unutterable woe ! 
Silent her tongue, and from her eyes 

The dews dt sorrow ceas'd to flow. 



The lustre of her ^e wasgone^ 
The roses of her cheek were dead ; 

The faded lily reignM alone, 
And all the charm, of youth was fled. 

l^uig in thoughty a swift decay 

Penraded erry vital part; 
The hloom of beauty dropt away, 

The canker-worm was in her heart* 

Still I lament thee, gedtle shade. 
Though thy sad pilgrimage is o'er; 

Still shaJl I weeo for §iee, sweet maid, 
Though thy dim eyes can weep no more. 

And oft, at dewy faH of lu^t, 
I seek the churchway path alone. 

And by the moon's pale trembling light 
Read thy lov'd name on this white stone. 



ABSENCE IS NO CURE FOR LOVE. 

MRS. JOHN HUNTER. 

Ye gentle gales, that careless blow 
Regardless of a lover's sighs ; 

Ye streams, unheeding, as ye flow. 
The wretch who on your margin dies; 

Far from these banks I fly to prove, 

If absence is a cure for love. 

Yet say, my heart, can distant nlains, 
Tho^ e'er so &ir the flowers tne^ boast, 

Can clearer streams assuage thy pains, 
And g^ve thee back thy ouiet lost? 

Ah no ; and thou, alas ! wilt prove 

That absence is no cqre for lovq. 
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SONG. 

THOMSON. 

Tell me^ thou soul of her I love^ 
Ah ! tell me whither art thou fled; 

To' what delightful world aboye. 
Appointed for the happy dead. 

Or dost thou free at random roam, 
And sometimes share thy lover's woe; 

Where, void of thee, his dieerless home 
Can now, alas ! no comfort know. 

Oh ! if thou hovePst round my walk. 
While under every well known tree^ 

I to thy fanc/d shadow talk, 
And every tear is full of thee. 

Should then the weary eye of griefj 
Beside some sympathetic stream^ 

In slumber find a short relief. 
Oh visit thou my soothing dream. 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

BURNS. 

Thou lingering star, with less'niiig ray. 

That lov'st to greet the early mom. 
Again thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary, dear departed ^ade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breas ? 

That sacred hour can I foivet?-— 

Can- 1 forget the hallowM grove^ 
Where by the winding Ayr we met 

To live one day of partbg love? 
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Eternity will not efiace 

Those records dear of transports p8st»-~ 
Thy image at our last embrace ;*— 

Ah ! Uttle thought we 'twas our last ! 

Ayr, gurgling, Idss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thick'ning, green 5 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin'd am'rous round the raptur'd scene. 
The flow'rs sprang wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of wii^ged day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ; 
Hme but the impression stronger makes, 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest? 
Seest thou tby lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast? 



JESSIE. 

« 

BUENS. 

Tune—" Bonnie Dundee.** 

TtiVE hemted was he, the sad swidn o' the Yarrow* 
And ffur are the maids on the hanks o' the Ayr; 

But by the sweet side o- the Nith's winding river. 
Are lovers as faithful and maidens as iaifi 
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To equal young Jessie seek Sidotland all pwt; 

To equal youog Jesoie you seek it in vain : 
Grace, beauty, and elegance, fetter her lovei; 

And mfaidexily modesty fixes the chain* 

0, fresh is the rose In the gay, dewy morning, 

And sweet is the lily at evening dose; 
But in the fair presence o' lovely young Jessie, 

Unseen is the lilj^. unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her smiley a wizard ensnaiing, 

£nthron*^d in her een he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms she alone is a stranger ! 

Her modest demeanour's the jewel of a'. 



THE POSIE. 

BURNS. 

^O Luvfi will venture in, where it daurna weel be seen; 
O luve will venture in, where wisdom ance has been; 
But I will down yon river rove, amang the leaves sae 
green. 
And a' to pu' a posie for my ain dear- Jean. 

The primrose I will pu', the firstling o' the year. 
And I will pu' the pmk, the emblem o' my dear, 
rU join the scented birk, to the breathing eglantine. 
And a' to be a posie to my dn dear Jean. 

I'll pu' the l)udding rose, when Phcebus peeps in view. 
The morning's fragrance breathing like her sweet bonnie 

•moii: 
The hyacmth, of eonstancy the symbol, shall be 9een, 
And a' to be a po$ie to my ain dear Jean. 
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Fll pu' the Hly pure, idiat adoms the'dewy vaie. 

The richly bloomiiig hawthorn, that scents the vernd 

gale* 
The daisy all siinpltcity, o^vxafSbcted mien» 
And a to be a pone to my mn dear Jean. 

The woo<fi>ine I will pu' when the evening star is near, 
Gemm'd wi* diamond drops o* dew» like her twa eeo 

sae dear. 
The yiolet allinodes^, the odonr'breatliing bean. 
And a* to be a posic; to my ain dear Jean, 

ni tie the pofie round with the silken band o' luve. 
And rU place it in her bosom, and I'll pray the powVs 

above. 
That to our latest breath o' life, the band may aye r^ 

main. 
And this will be a posie to my oin dear Jean, 



CA' THE EWES TO THE Kn6weS, 

PAGAN, 

Co* the ewei to the knowet, 
Co* Ihem whore the heather grows^ 
Cd them whare the humie rows. 
My bonrne 4earie* 

As I gaed down the water side, 
Tliere I met my shepherd lad. 
He row'd me sweetly in his pl$ud, 
And ca'd me his dearie, 
Ca* the eweSf 4rc, 

Will ye gang down the water sM^ 
And see tiie waves sae sweetiy ^de 
3eneath the hazels spreading wide, 
The moon it shines fu* dearly. - . 
pif the ewes f 4^. • 
Vol. I, M 
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I was bred up at nae sic school^ 
My shepherd lad, to play the fool; 
And a' the day to sit in dool. 
And nae body to see me. 

Cb' the ewetf 4v» 

Ye shall get gowns and ribbons meet^ 
Caiif leati^er shoon upon your feet ; 
And in my arms ye'se lie and sleep, 
And ye shall be my dearie. 

Co* the ewes, 4*^ 

If ye'll but stand to what ye*ve said, 
Fse gang wi* you my shepherd lad; 
And ye may row me in your plaid. 
And I shall be your dearie. 

Gz* the ewei, ^c. 

While waters ¥ample to the sea, 
While day blinks m the lift sae hie; 
mi day-cauldtleath shall blin' my e'e^ 
Ye aye shall be my dearie. 

Ca' the etpet,- 4^, 



THE WAUKING O' THE FAULD. 

JIAHSAY. . 

My Peggie is a young thing. 
Just enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and sweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gays 

My Peggy is a young thing, ! 

And I'm nae very auid, | 

Yet weel I like to meet her at 
The waukixig o' the fauld. ' 
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My 'Peggy speaks sae sweetly. 

Whene'er we meet alane, 
I wish nae mair to lay my care, 
I wish nae mair o' a' that's rare: 
My P^gy speaks sae sweetly. 

To a' the Uive I'm cauld; 
But she gars a' my spirits glow 
At waukii^ o' the fauld. 

My Peggy smiles sae Idirdly 
Whene'er I whisper love, 
That I look down on a' the town, 
Hiat I look down upon a cro?m: 
My Peggy smiles sae kindly. 

It makes me blythe and bauld. 
And naething gies me sic delight. 
As wauking o' the fauld. 

My Peggy sings sae saftly. 

When on m^ pipe I play; 
By a' the rest it is oonfest. 
By a' the rest that she sings best: 
My P^gy sings sae saflly. 

And in her sangs arc tald, 
Wi' innocence^ the wale o' sense. 
At wauking o' the fauld. 

SONG. 

BE. AUSTIN. 

For the sake of gold she has left me, O; 
And of all that's dear she's bereft me, O; 
She me forsook for a great duke. 
And to endless wo she hais left me, O. 
A star and garter have more art 
Than youth, a true and fmthful- heart; 
For empty titles we must part; 
For glittering show she had' left me, O. 
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No cruel fair shall ever move 
My injui^d heart l^ain to love t 
Thro' distant climates I must rove> 
Since Jeany she has left me, O. 
Ye powers above I to your ove 
Resign my faithless lovely fair. 
Your choicest blessings be her share^ 
Tho' she has ever left me, 1 



BLYTHS WAS SHE. 

*TuiiE--^ Afidro and hk cul^ gun.^ 

BfythCf bfythfi and merry was she, 
SUfthe VMU she but and ben: 

BlytS^ by the barJcs of Eam^ 
And ilyihe in Glenturit gkn* 

By Ochtertyre grows the aik. 

On Yarrow braes the birken shaw; 

But Fhemie was a bonnier lass. 
Than braes o* Yarrow ever saw. 

Blythe^ j*c. 

Her locAs were like a flower in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer mom; 

She tripped by the banks o* Earn, 
AshgWsabirduponathom. .- 

Bliftbe, Sfc, 

Her bonnie face it was as medt. 
As onie lamb Upon a lee; 

The ev'ning sun was ne'er sae sweet 
As was' &e blink o' Fhemie's e'e. 
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The highland hills Vve wahder'd ynde. 
And o'er the Lawlands I hae been; 
But Phemie was the biythest lass. 
That ever trod the dewy gre^n. 
Blythe, ^. 
i ■ • 

A I HAE LOST MY JEANIE, O. 

CUNNINQHAM* 

Tune — ^" Latfy Cunningham* t Delight,** or " the Lee Sig.^ 

O I hae seen when fields were green, 

And birds sae blydie an* cheerie, O, 
How swift the day would paiss away. 

When I was wi' my dearie, O : 
But now I neither laugh nor smg, 
» My looks are alter'd cleanlie» O; 

VW never like a lass again, 

Sidce I hae lost my Jeame, O. 

Now I maun grane an' greet my lane. 

An' never ane to heed me, O; ^ 
My claes, that aye were n^at an' cleai^ 

Can scarce be said to deed me, O: 
My heart is sair, my elbows bare, I 

My pouch without a guinea, O; i 

I'll never taste o' pleasure mair, ' 

Since I hae lost my Jeanie, O. 

0> Fortune I «hou<'b^t os'd tne ill; ; 

Far waur dian my deservin', O; ^ 
Thrice o'er ihe crown tliou'st knock'd me down. 

An' left me haffiins staiviri*. Or 
f Thy roughest blc^ has JbTalHrn the lust; 

My lass has u^d me fl^eanlie, O; 
Thy sharpest dart has pierc*d my heaiH^ 

An' taea &^ ine my^ Jeanie^ 0. ' . 
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ril nae tnair strive, whfle Tm olives 

For aught but missin* siavery, O 
This world's a stage, a pilgnoiage^ 

A mass o* nought but knav'ry, O : 
If fickle fame but save my name. 

An* fi'ae oblivion screen me, O; 
Then fJEurewell fortune, farewell love. 

An* farewell bonnie Jeanie, O. 



BIPB YE YET. 

Da had t a house and a cantie w^e fire^ 
A bonnie wee wifie to praise and admire; 
A bonnie wee yardie asid^ a wee bum, 
Fareweel to the bodies that yaumer and mourn. 

And Ude ue yet, €md bide ye yety 
Ye iMe ken whatn^ ietide ye yet; 
Some boHnie wee bodie mayfif to my Id, 
And rU otye be cantie wi^ tkiMng oV. 

When I gang afield, and come hame at e*en, 
m get my wee wifie fou neat and fou clean; 
ibid a bonnie wee bairnie upon her knee. 
That'll cry papa or daddie to me. 

And bide ye yet, ^c, 

I carena a button for sackfu's o' cash; 

Let wizenM auld bachelors think on dc trash; 

Oie me^ a dear lassie to sit on my knee, 

A kiss o' her mou' is worth tbous^n's to me. 

And bide ye yet, 4^. 

And if there ever should happen Co be 
A difTrence atween my wee wifie and me; 
In hearty good humour, although she be teaz'd, 
ril kiss her and daip her until she be pleas'd. 

And bideyeyet^ 4^« 
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FAIR ANNIFS COMPLAINT. 

O^FEN the door, my lo^e *Gr^goi^ 

O qpen tbe-doorte me^ 
Dark, wild»4uid -bitter is the night, 

Ai^d roi^ has been the sea. 



iWid Tm jour Annie «f LochrQ^ao, 
TumM out fgae house -and hud^ 

Wr our aiareetlMibie m my arms^ 
That dies for weet and cwold. 

See cpen thedoor, iny love Gregory 

O open and let me in; 
For the sea-surf freezes on my hair. 

The cauld sleet on my ehin. 

And cauld, m loive, is now that lip. 
Whose smile jre aft hae blest; 

And cauld ithe bosom that your eheek 
Has aft sae fondly prest. 

Asid oauld, «auld, soon will be that heart, 

That aye was warm to thee; 
Nor ever mair your biri^e*s sndle 

0el jght his fathei^s e'e. 

Then qpen the dpor, my love 6r«^gor; 

For, an we twa should tine, 
Ye never mair fi-ae womadund 

Can hope sic love-«s mine. 



\ 



140 £0V£ SOKor. 

MARY'S DREAM. 
C Original Words.} 

The lovely moon had climbed the hil^ 

Where eagles big aboon the Dee. 
And WJLe the looks of a lovelv dami^ 

Brought joy to every body s e'e; 
A' but sweet Mary, deep in sleep, 

Her thoi;^h4s on Sandle far at sef ; 
A voice drapt saflly on her ear, 

* Sweet Mary, weep nae niair for me!" 

She lifted up her waukening een. 

To see from whence the voice might be. 
And there she saw her Sandie stand, 

Pale,l»^ding on her bis hollow e'e!. 
' O Mary ^ dear, lament nae mair, 

Vvk ia death's thraws * below the sea; 
Thy weeping makes me sad in bliss, 

Sae, Mary,. weep nae mair for me! . 

^ The wind slept whpa we left the bay, 
^ But soon it waked and raised the main. 
And God he bore us down the deep, 

Wha strave wi' him but strave in vain ! 
He stretched his arm, and look me up, 

Tho' laith I was to gang but f thee; 
I look irae heaven aboon the storm, 

Sae, Mary^ weep nae mair for mel 

* liik affthe bride sheets frae thy bed. 

Which thou hastfaulded down for mer 
Unrobe thee of thy earthly stole — 
I'll meet wi' thee in heaven hie.' 

* TArawtt thwca f Sutp uttbottT, 
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ITn^ to» the grey cock flapt lijs -wujBi 
To mark die moraiiig Mhcr c e, f 

And thrice the passmg spffit said, 
'^ Sweet Mary, weqj jwemak for mer 



^^» HH I^»%<^ 



^^ 



HANDSOME KATIE. 

BUCHANAir. 

Tune— ^ Seepif Maggy. ^ 

Kow urintcr comes, wT teeath sae snefl. 
And nips w? frost tthe gjzerf d gowran. 

Yet frosty winter, ^nmgeto telll 
Has set my ?lhrawart heart »-lowin?. 

O detareMlf'charmng Katie! 
O sweetettf ^mnsome Katie f 
My heart has Jhum across the laan^ 
To dwall v^ my stoeet neibor Katie. 

When a' the tabids, wP noses *)lae, 
(!irew cbitf riif Jrourf the cande mgle, 

Throuji sleet an* snaw to Kate I gae. 
Drawn w? a whaiig o* Cupidh linglfi. 

Odetue^^ 

VnicA OUT back door 1 ganglo ste^ 
And boanie Kate, frae her back winnock, 

<Jies a-ttt «lee«rf smilirf keek, 
3t wanoB me like « loABtedbannooK. 

O deared, ^ 

To sleep I try, but no «e ■wink; 

(FwJhapless luve, may fete aye screea usi) 
I sprawl arf fidget, whan I think 

Therms nou^it but a wee loaa^atween us. 

iOdeateit^4^ 
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Langsyne Leander ilka night 

Swam o'er the sea at Hero's biddin'; 

But if mj Kate wad roe invite, 
IVe nought ado but jump Uie midden. 

O dearest^ ^c. 



LOVE ABUSED. 

HOGG. 

Tune — *' Mart/, weep nae mairfor me^ 

The gloamin from the welkin high 

Had chased the bonnie gouden gleam; 
The curtain'd east, in crimson dye. 

Hung heavy o'er the tinted stream; 
The wild rose, blushing on the brier, 

Was set with drops of shining dew — 
A» big> and clearj the bursting teai 

That rowM in Betty's een sae blue! 

She saw the dear, the little co(, 

■ Where fifteen yean flew swiftly bye ! 
And mournM her. shame, and hapless lot. 

That forc'd her from that home to lie. 
Though sweet and mild the eveiiilig smile^ 

Her heart was rent with anguish keen;. 
The mavis ceas'd his iQusic wud^ • 

And wonder'd what h^ sobs could metto. 

^ It -was not kind, fo rob my mind 

O' a* its peace for evermair !. 
To blot my name wi* burning shame^ 

And mSk my parents' hearts sae sair^ 
That harae how dare I enter now, 

Each honoured face in tears to see,. 
Where oft I kneelM, to hear the vow 

Was ofier'd from the heart for mel 
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*< And can I love the treacherous man 

Who wrought the dear and deadly .ill^ 
Who blurr'd with clouds my early dawn? 

Ah! woes my heart! I love him still. 
ll|y heart abus'd, my love misus'd. 

My wretched fate with tears I see: 
But most I fear> m^ parents dear 

Go mourning to the grave for me." 



%%»%%% %<»%%»^ 



THE HAY MAKING. 

HOGG. 

Tune — ** Comin* thro* the Ryel 



n 



TiBBY, lassie, how I loe, 
'Tis needless here to tell; 

But a' the flowers the meadow tlirough^ 
Ye're sweetest aye yoursel ! 

1 canna sleep a wink at night. 
Nor work in peace by day; 

Your image smites afore my sight, 
Whate'eE.1 do or say. 

Fy, Jamicy^dinna act the pwrt 

Ye'il ever blush to own, 
Nor try to draw my youthfu* heart 

Frae reason's sober throne. 
Sic visions I can near approve. 

Nor onywaukin' dream; 
%ui hae sic fiery furious love 

I'd rather hae esteem. 

My bonnie lassie, come away, 

I canna bide your frown; 
Wi' ilka flower sae fresh an' |;ay, 

I'll deck your bosom roun 



. 



nipu* the gowan la the gleD» 

The lily on the lee, 
The rose an* hawi^om sweet III Una^ 

To'toake a bobb for thee. 

* AttJainip, ye wad steal my heart,^ 

Tb^sl^ my peace frae rae. 
An* hank «>^ &8t witl^^ ttbe net»^ 

Ere I mv error seet 
Yell pu* the^9ti$9j3i in ihe ^«i> 

My bosom t» anions ^ 

jtn' )re conflisft y^e^ gaun to place 

Within my tureast a^ thoif n { 

|iow can ye, Tlbbv, be s& tart,. 

An': vex me a' the day ? 
Ye ken I ioe wi' a* my heart, 

What M?ad je \kfte me say? . 
I&anxioufr wisbj^an^littlecare^ . 

fW inj#y bireastia>9fidet 
An' a' J5pur joys.^naoitows sliare* 

If ye'U become mj bride. 

T^en tak. my hsshA, ye hae my beatrt^ 

Therd^B aane t Hke sae wed. 
And Heayen grant f aet my part 

To ane mio true and le^c 
To win' the ^hay, an' rude ^e hj»y» 

Our fobouTB we will j6ia» 
f^ An' soften bless the Jtappy day> 

^Imt join'4 u& lang syne. 
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' ■• ■.'«•' * "•' 

SONG. ■::^--- 

** 
ALEX. PULLAETOK. 

Tune— *< Bonnie Dundee:* 

Now lanely I nt 'neath the green spreading wiUow» 

The loss o' my Johnnie in tears to deplore: 
Loud blows the wind o'er the white foaming billow; 

But the wild howling storm can awake him no more ! 
Bravely he fought on the hills of Vimiera, 

Was doom'd at Corunna, with Moore, to lie low ; 
But bravely he fell, lim brave comrades declare a'> 

While fearless he press'd on the ranks of the foe* 

Oh ! blirty and blae was the day when we parted ! 

And sare blew die blast on tae bare naked tree: 
But mild was the storm when comparM wi' the tempest 

That rav*d in my heart, and that blindit my Ve. 
Fondly, but vainly, he strove for to cheer me. 

And spak o' braw days when agtm he'd be free: 
But ah ! never mair shall the sight o' my Johnnie 

Bring joy to my heart, or yet gladden my e'e, 

O sweet war the hours that I spent wi' my ladtlie, 

And saft were the tales that he tauM in mine ear; 
Light beat my heart as sae blythesome an' cheerie 

We met 'mang the breckans, when e^enin was near : 
Wild throb'd my bosom as fondly he prest me. 

And urg'd my consent, and derided delay; - 
But now Oka scene, whar he kindly caress'd me 

Gies pain, since my Johnnie lies cauld in thie clay. 

Pale glides his ghost on the hills of Corunna : ^ 
Fancy, O waft the dear shade to my view i 

Fearless, alone I'd converse wi' my Johnnie, 
Nor tremble to meet him beside the lone^^ew. 

*V0L.L N 4 
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Down by yon hawthorn, so lately in bloBsom, 
That drooping and withtr^d now seems in decay^ 

There aft was I prest to that dear manly bosom» 
Thaty sairly lamented^ lies cauld in the clay. 



EVENING SHEDS HER GEMS OF DEW. 
TuKE — ** Gloomy Wmter^s now awa,* 



M 



EyN^tg sheds her gems of dew. 
On the heath bell's bosom blue. 
Blooming here beneath the yew, ^ 

Upon thy grav^ my Mary, O ! 
Lsu^er drops than these of eve, 
Burning tears, the flowers receive; 
Grief, uiat time can ne*er relieve^ 

With me fOQSt ever taity, O ! 
Nought below ean e*er restore 
Pleasure to my bosom more; ^* 

Aitfuish stiU must wring its core> ^ 

Till I rejohi my Mary, 01 

O'ef the scenes of past delight. 
Slowly steab the ^ades of night, 
Hidii^ from iny aching sight 

The lov'd resorts ofMary, O ! 
Scenes ! by Cceta * rushing dear, 
Hauhts that bring the briny tear, 
f ai* is she who made ye dear^ 
. Above that vault so starry^O! 
O ! that brief the time may be. 
Till my soid from anguish free, 
BM)|ur'd rise to Heaven, and thee, 

My dear departed Mary, O ! 

Cree, a rajpid romantf 9 stream 10 Upp^r Qaliewigr. 
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FY GAR RUB HER O'ER WT STRAE. 



AAMSAY. 

OiN ye ineA a bonme lassie^ 

Gfe her a kiss and let her gae; 
But If ye meet a dirty hizzie, 

Fy gar rub her Ver wi* strae. 
Be sure ye dmna quat the grip 

Of ilka joy when ye are youngs 
Before aold age your vitals nip. 

And lay you twafald o*er a rung< 

Sweet youth^s a blytbe and heartsome ^e; 

Then, lads and las^, while 'tis Mi^ 
'Gae pu' the gowan in its prim^ 

Before it wither and decay. 
^. Watch the sail tnimites of dehte, 

When Jenn^ speaks beneath her breath. 
And kisses, laying a' the wyte 
On yo«9 if shekepp ony skaidi. 

* Haith ye*re ill4ired,* she'll, smiling, say, 

* Yell worry me, ye greedy rook;' 
Syne frae ^our arms she U rin away. 

And hide herseP in some dark nook« 
Her laugh will lead you to the place 

Where lies the happiness ye want. 
And plainly tell you to your face. 

Nineteen mnuiys are hauf a grant. 

Now to her faeanne bosom cUng, 
And sweetly tooTie for a kiss : 

Frae her fair finger wht>op a ring 
As taikea of a futbre bliss. 
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These bennisons, Fm very sure, 
Are a' o* heaven's indulgent grants 

Then surly carles, whisht, forbear 
To plague us wi* your whinning cant. 



CRAIGIE-BURN WOOD. 

fiUBNS. 

Sweet fa's the eve on Craigie-burn, 

And blythe awakes the morrow; 
But a' the pride o* spring's return 

Can yield me nought but sorrow. 
I see the flowers and spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing; 
But what a weary wight can please. 

And care his bosom wringing? 

Fain, fain would I my griefs impart. 

Yet dare na for your anger; 
But secret love will break my heart. 

If I conceal it langer. 
If thou refuse to pity me. 

If thou shalt love anitber. 
When yon green leaves fade frae the tree. 

Around my grave they'll wither. 



^^%%^»^i^%^ 



SONG. 

SEAUMONT AND FLETCHER. 



Take, oh take those lips away. 
That so sweetly e were forswornej 

And those eyes, the break of day. 
Lights, that do roisleade the mome : 

But my kisses bring a^aine. 

Scales of love, but se^'d in vaine. 
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Ride, oh bide those hills otsoawe. 
Which thy frozeD bosom beares. 

On whose tops the pinks that grolrc^ 
Are pf those thai April wears: 

But first set my poor heart free. 

Bound in those k^ chains by thee. 



WINIFREOA* 

AwAT ; left nought to lore 

My Winifreda move yonr care; 

Let nought ddajr the heaveohr hlessiD^ 
Nor s qucam im pride^ nor paomj hatm 

What thou^ no grants of royal donors. 
With pompous titles grace our Uood ! 

Well shme in more substantial honottn» 
And to be noble well he good. 

Our naaoe, litiB^ viftue thus we teodet. 
Will sweedy sound where'er *tis tpckei 

And all tiie great ones, the^ shall wonder 
How tiiey respect such httie fi>lk. 

What though from fortune^s kfish boualy 
No niditjr treasures we p oss es s , 

We^n find within our nittanee ploity. 
And be content witnout 



Stin shall each retumiiw sc 

Sufficient for our wi»es gpves 
F(Nr we wfll live a life of noBSOi^ 

And that's the only lifie to ltv& 

Throvidli youtii and age in love emeMng, 
W^ hand m hand toaster tread ; 

Sweet^milmg peace shail ciovm our dwelling 
And babes, sweetmnliiK babeib our bed. 

Nj 
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How sticnild I lotre the pretty creatures. 
While round ttiy knees they fondly dung j 

To see them look ttievc mother's features. 
To hear them lisp their mother's tongue:^ 

And when with enry time transported, 

Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
Yott*!! in your girls i^n be courted. 

And rU go a-wooing in my boys* 

SONG. 

MtrITTEN «Y sir ri]feNB.t WOtTON, KNlGHt, ON KUZABfel^, 
BAUGHTEB OF JAMES I. AND QUBEN OF 0OREMIA. 

You meaner beauties of the night. 
Which poorly satisfic our eyes . 

More by your number, than yoiir light ; 
You common people of the skies. 
What are you when die^sun shaU rise I 

Ye violets ihat first appeare, 

JBy yoiir pur^ purple mantles known 

Like the proud virgins of the yeare. 
As if the Spring were all your own; 
What are you when the Rose is blown ! 

Ye curious chaunters of the wood. 
That warble forth dame Nature's layes, 

Thinking your passions understood 
By your weak accents: what's your pnustf^ 
When PhilcHnel her voyce shall raise 1 

So when my mistress shal be scene 
In fWeetnesse of her looks and mind^ 

JBy virtue ivrst, then choyce a queen ; ' 
Tell me, if she was not design'd 
Th' edypse and glory of her kind? 
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A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

BURNfik 

A itosE^BUD by my early W&Ik« 
Adown a corn-enclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk. 

All on a dewy morning. 
Ere twice the soades o^ dawn are fled| 
In a' its' crimson glory spread; 
And, drooping rich the dewy head. 

It scents the early raoniing» 

Within the bush, her covert nest, 
A little linnet fondly prest; 
The dew sat chilly on her iM^ast 

Sae early in the mornings 
She soon shall see her tender broody 
The pride, the pleasore o* the wood; 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd^ 

Awake the^a^ly morning. 

So thou, dear bird, young Jeanie fair. 
On trembling string or vocal air. 
Shall Meetly pay the tender care. 

That tents thy early momingi 
So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay^ 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day; 
And bless the parent's evening ray 

That watch'd thy early morning. 

THE INVITATION. 
babclAy. 

Awake, my fair, the morning springs. 

The dew drops glance around; 
The heifer lows, the blackbird sings^ 

The echoing vdles resound. 
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The rimple sweets would Mftnr tasfe^ 
That breathing morning yidlds? 

The firaerance of the flow ry waste« 
And H'eshness of the fields ? 

By uplands, and the greenwood-adey 

Let^s take our ear^ way^ 
And view the valley spreading wide* 

And opening with tne day« 

Nor uninilni^Ctive shall the scene 

Unfold its charms ki vainj 
The fallow brown, the meadow green^ 

The mountain^ and the plaitfi 

Each dew-drop glist^nmg on the thorn, 

And trembling to its falU 
Each blush that paints the cheek of moni» 

In Wisdom^s evt shadl call i 

^ O ye, in ^outh eiHd beauty's pride^ 

* Who lightly dance along ; 

* While Imiq^ter frolidu at your sidc^ 

^ And rapture tunes your song I 

^ What though each grace around you play, 

* Eacli beauty bloom for you ; 

* Warm as the blush of rising day, 

* And sparkling as the dew : < . _^ 

' The blush that glows so gaily now, 

* But glows to diseppearf 

^ And, quivering from ttie bending bought 

* Soon breaks the pearly tear f 

* So pass the beauties of your prime^ 
rt * That e'en in blooming die i 

^ So, shrining at the Mast of time^ 

* The treacVrous graces ^* 
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Let those, my Mary, alight the strain^ 

Who fear to find it true ; 
Each fair of tranueDt beauty vain. 

And youth as transient too ! 

With charms that win beyond the sight. 

And hold the willing heart. 
My Mary shall await their flight. 

Nor sigh when they depart. 

Still graces shall remain behind, 

And beauties still controul ; 
The graces of the polish'd mind, 

And beauties of the soul. 



LORD GREGORY. 

BUBNS. 

O MiBK, mirk is this midnight hour. 
And loud the tempest's roar; 

A wae£u' wanderer seeks thy tow'r. 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

An exile fraeher fatheP^s ha*. 

And a' for loving thee ; 
At least some pity on me shaw, 

l£h»e it may na be. 

Lord Gregory, mind'st thou not the grove. 

By bonnie Irwine-side, 
Where first I own'd that virginJove 

I lang, lang had denied? 

How aflen didst thou pledge mad vow 

Thou wad for aye be ihine; 
And mv fond heart, itsel' sae true. 

It ne er mistrusted thine. 
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Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy bre&st : 
Thou dart of heav'n that flashest by, 

O wilt thou gi?e me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above. 

Your willing victim see ! 
But spare, and pardon my fause lo?e, 

His Wrangs to heaven and me ! 



THE INVITATION, 

MA&LOW. 

Come live with me, and be my love. 
And we will all the fdeasures prove 
That valley, grove, or hUl and field. 
And idl the steepy mountain, yield. 

And we will sit upon the ro(^s. 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks^ 
Bv shallow livers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds dng madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses. 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 
A cap of flowers^ and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 

A gown made of the finest wool, 
IVhich from our pretty lambs we puH; 
Fair lined dippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the purest gold. 

A belt of straw, and ivy buds. 
With coral claqfis, and amber studs. 
And if these {^^tsures may thee mov^ 
Come live with me, and be my lovew 



-^*»»' 
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The shepherd swains shall donee and ung 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If these delists thy mind may move. 
Then live with me, and be my love. 



TIffi NYMPirS REPLY. 

SIB W. &AIJSIGH. 

If all the world and love were youngs 
And truth in every shepherd's tongue. 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To Uve with thee, and be thy love. 

Time drives the flocks from field to M^ 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold. 
And PhUomel boeometh dua^; 
Tile rest complain of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reck'nii^ yields; 
A honey toq^e, a heart of gaj^, ' 
Is fancy's q)nng, but sorrow s fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses. 
Thy cap, thy klrtle, and thy posies. 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten^ 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw, and ivy buds. 
Thy coral clasps, and amber studs, 
All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 

But ocmld youth last, and love still breed|» 
Had joy no date, nor age no need; ' 
Then these delights my mind might move. 
To live with thee, and be tby love. 
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* - 

MY DEAR HIGHLAND LADDIE, O. 

TANNAHILL. 

Tune — ^' Momeen I Gabertand^^ 

Blythe was the time when he fee'd wi* my father, O, 
Happy war the days when we herded thegither, O, 
Sweet war the hours when he row'd me in his plaidie, O, 
An' vow'd to be mine, my dear H^land ladm^ 0.\ 

But ah, waes me ! wi' their sodg*ring sae gaudy, O, 
The laird's wys't awa my braw Highland laddie, O; 
Misty are the glens, and the dark hills sae cloudy, O, 
That aye see^'dsae biythe wi' my dear Highland laddie, O. 

The blae-berry banks now are lonesome and drearie, O, 
Muddy are the streams that gusb'd down sae clearly, O, 
Silent are the rocks that echoed sae ^dly, O, 
The wild-melHng strains o'.my dear H^bland laddie, O. 

Oh ! love is like the morning, sae gladsome and bonnie, O, 
Till winds fa' a-storming, and clouds low'r sae rainy, O: 
As nature in;winter droops withering sae sadly, O, . 
Sae lang may I mourn for my dear Highland Taddie, O. 

He pu'd me the crawberry, ripe frae the boggie fen^ 
He pu'd me the strawberry, red frae the foggie glen. 
He pu'd me the row'n frae the wild steep sae ffiody, O, 
Sae loving and kind, was my dear Highland laddie, O. 

Fareweel, my ewes, and fareweel my doggie,, 0, 
Fareweel, ye knowcs, now sae cheerless and scroggie,.0, 
Fareweel, Glenfeoch,- ixxy mammie and my daddies O, 
I will lea' you a' for my dear Highland laddie, <]^. 
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THE LASS' OF THE HILL, 

MISS UABY /ONES. 

On the brow of a hill a young shepherdesg dwelt, 
Who no pai^ of ambition or love had e'er felt; 
For a few sober maxims still ran inJier head. 
That 'twas better to earn, ere abe ^eat her brown bread: 
That to rise with the lark was conducive to health, 
Andy to folks ia a cottage, <;ontentnient'Wf» wealth* 

Now young Roger, who-liv'd in th^ valley below. 
Who at church and at market was reckon'd.a beaUf . . 
Had maBV times tried o*er her heart to prevail. 
And would rest on his pitchfork to tell ner his tale : 
With his winning bdiaviour he melted her heart; 
But ^te artless herself, she suspected no art. 

He had sigh'd and protested, had kneel'd and implof^d. 
And eoUld lie with the gfaodeur and air of a lord: 
Xh^ her e>'e8 he commended in language well drett. 
And enlarc'd cm the torjuents that U'ouUed hjs breast: 
Till his signs and his tefirs bad so wrought on her mind, 
Tlu^.ifi dowi^ht eompattion. to love she iacha'd* 

But ak soo<^%»he'd melted the ice of her breast, 
All the iflaoRe^^ of his love in a moment decreas'4. 
And at noon he goes flaunting all overtbis vale. 
Where he boasts, of hb conouest to Susan and Nell; 
Tbobgb.b^ <ees her but seldom, he'^ tHws^ in haste, 
Aad S ever he jiientions ber, m.akes her his jest. 

^ ■ ••••'«. • ■ 

AU the day she goes i-ig[hing and hanging her head, 

Aird^er thoughts^ are. so jiesterM'she scarde earns her. 

bread; ^ • ; 

The whole village cries shame, whenca-milking the goes. 
That so little attentiou is, shewn to the caoVs: 
BfHt sh^ heeds not th^ raoiiag* ^ei^ let them rail on, 
And'a fig for the cowsj since her sweetheart i^ gone, . 
Yo;., I, Q 
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Now beware, y« young Tu^g^ins of Britain's gay islo. 

How ye yield up your hearts to a look or a smile; 

For Cupid is artful, and virgins are fi:ail> 

And you'll find a false Roger in every vale. 

Who to coort you and teuipt you wfll try all his dd31 4 

But remember. The lass on the brow of the hill. 



■^<%^<»i»»^»%%i% 



WE'LL MEET BESIDE THE DUSKY GLEN, 

We'll meet beside the dusky glen, on yon bum side, 
Whare the bushes form a cozie den, on yon burn side : 

Tho' the brooroy knowes be green« 

Yet there we may be seen. 
But we'll mieet — well meet at e*en, down by yon bura 
aide. 

ru lead thee to the birken bow'r, 00 yon bum side, 
^ae sweetly wove wi' woodbine flow^i on yon bora side i 
There the bu^ prying^ eye. 
Ne'er disturbs th* lover's joy, , 

While in ither's arms they lie, down by yon bum sMe^ 

Awa, ye rude unfeding crew, firae yon bum dde. 
Those fSuiy scenes are no for you, by yon burn tide : 

There fkiicy smooths her dieme. 

By the sweetly murm'ring stream. 
And the rockwlodg'd echoes skim, down fay yon bum side. 

Now the plantin' taps are tinged wi' goud, on yon buri| 

side. 
And gloamin' draws her foggy iihroiiil> o'er yon bur^i 
side: 

Far frae the noisy scene, 
I'll thro' the fields aiane. 
There we'll meet^ my ain dear Jesn I down by yot^ 
buim nifn « . 



I 
I 



SONG. 

MBS. BAEBAUI«D. 

Come here» ft)n(i youths whoever thou be^ 

That boasts to love aa well as me; 
And if thy breast have felt so wide a wound/ 

Come hither and thy flame approve ; 

I'll teach thee what it is to love. 
And by what marks true passion may be found« 

It is to be all batk'd in tears; 

To live upon a smile for years: 
iTo lie whole ages at a beauty's feet : 

To kneel, to languish and implore; 

And still, tho' she disdain, adore: 
It is to do all this, and think thy sufferings sweet* 

1 • y - 

It is to gaze Upon her eyes -. 

With eager joy and fond socprise ; 
Yet tempePd with such chaste and awful fear 

As Wretches feel who wait their doom ; ^ 

Nor must one ruder thought presume 
Hio' but in whispers breath'd, to meet her ean 

It is to hope ttio* hope were losti ' ^ 

T ho' heaven and earth thy passion cfost t 
Tho^ she were bright as sainted queens above. 

And thou the least and meanest swain 

That folds his flock upon the plakl^ 
Yet if thou dar*8t not hope, thou dost not love^ 

It is to quench thy joy in tears ; 

To nurse strange doubts and groundless fe^rs.: 
If pangs of jealousy thou hast not prov*ct 

Tho' she were fonder and more true 

Than aiiy nymph old poets drew. 
Oh never dream again that thou hast lov'd. 
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If whetl the darling maid is gone, 

Thou dost not seek to'be alone, 
Wrapt in a pleasiiuz trance of tender wo ^ 

And muse, and K>}d thy languid arms. 

Feeding thy fancy on her charms. 
Thou dost not lovei for love is nourish*^ so. 

If any hope^ thy bosom share 

But those which love has planted there^ 
Or any cares but his thy breast enthrall. 

Thou never yet his power hast known ; 

Love sits on a despotic throne, 
And reigns a tyrant, if he reigns at all* ' 

Now if thou art so lost a thing. 
Here all thy tender sorrows bring. 
And prove whose patience longest can endure^ 
We'll strive whose fhncy shidl be lost ^ 

In dreams of fondest passion most; 
, For if thou thus hast lov'd, oh never hope a cure I 



BVAN BANKS. 

lltRNS. 

Slow spreads the gfoom my soul desires^ 
The sun from India's shore retires^ 
To £nm banl^s, with temp'itite ray. 
Home of my youth, he leads^the day. 
Oh banks to me for ever dear 1 
Oh sfcceam whose murmurs still I hdar ) 
All, all my hopes of bliss reside 
Where Evan mingles with the Clyde.. 

And she, in simple beauty drest. 
Whose image lives within my breast; 
Who trembling beard my parting sighn 
And long pursuM me with her eye; 
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Does she, with heart unchaagM asukme, 

O^ la the vocal bowers recline? 

Or where yon grot o'erhaqgs the tide» - ^ 

Muse while the Evan seeks the Clyde? 

¥e lofty banks that Evan bound; 
Ye lavish woods that wave around. 
And o'er the stream your shadows throw. 
Which sweetly winds so far below ; 
What secret charm to mem*r]^ bring^ . 
All that on Evan's border springs; 
Sweet banks ! ye bloom by Mary's dde: 
Blest stream ! she views thee haste to Clyde. 

C^n nil the wealth of India's coast 

Atone for years io absence lost? 

Return, ye moments of delight. 

With richer treasures bless my sight I 

Swift from this desert let me part, 

And.fly to meet a kindred heart ! . . 

Nor more may aught my steps divide ' 

From that dear stream which floiK's to Clyde. 



SONG. 

WftzMl first OB the plain I b^n to an^. 

And the shepherds to os^e and sieb* 
Hiey call'done their joy, their delight, and their dear» . 

fiut 1 heed no such nonsense, not L 

Not all Ibcihr fttie speeches, their flattery, nod Imre, 
Though they swore H I fnnm'd they diould die, 

Could bring me to like, ^ to love, or approve^ > 

For I heed no such nonsense, not I. 

But BOW,, in my turn, I'm In love too, I find. 

Though for certain io grief I shan't die, 
Were Jemmy as false as the wavering wind ; 

Ot I heed iltf stteh i!obsei»e»'iiet 1 1 - * 

9 
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I think the lad likes me^ and he matf prove true; 

And if so, I will' love till I die| 
But if he prove fickle, then I'll prove so too ; 

For ni die foe no shepherd, not I. 



«!%«>•' V^^>% «^ 



JEANIE'S BLACK E'E. 

MACKIEL. 

Ti/KB— ** CaM FtoHy Morning,^* 

The sun raise sae rosy, the grey hills adorning ; 

Light sprang the lav'rock and mounted sae lue; - 
When true to the tryst o* blythe Mav's dewie mornings 

My Jeanie cam linking out owre toe green lea. 
To mark her impatience, I crap 'mang the bmkens : 

Aft, aft to the kent gate she turn*d her black e'e; 
Then lying down dowylie, sish'd by the willow tree, 

' Ha me mohatel, na dbusku me.'* 

Saft through the^een birks 1 sta' to my jewel) 

Streik'd on Spring's carpet aneath the saugh tree : 
Think na, dear lassie, thy Willie's been cruel,— 

Ha me mohatel, na doudcu me. 
Wi' luve's warm sensations Fve mark'd your impati^Kie, 

Lang hid 'mang the brakens I Watch'd your black e'e. — 
You're no sleepiag^ pawkie Jean; open thae lovely een r 

Ha me mohatel, na dousku me. 

Bright is the whinS bloom ilk green knowe adonung; 

Sweet is the primrose bespangled wi' dew; 
Yonder comes Fmy to welcome May morning; 

Dark waves herhaffet locks owre her white brow; 
O ! light, Ijghtshe's dancing keen on the smooth gowany 
green, 

Barefit and kilted half up to the knee ; 
While Jeanie is sleeping stul, Fll rin and sport my fill,— « 

t was asleep, and yeVe waken'd me I 

* . . 

f I. am a^eepf do not waken mc^ 



*. - 
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m rin and whirl Her round; Jeanie is deeping sound; 

^ss her frae lug to lug; nae ane can see; 
Sweety sweet's her hinny mou. — WiU, I'm no sleefmig 
now; 

I was asleep, but ye wakened me. 
Laughing till like to drap, swith to my Jean I lap, 

Kiss'd her ripe roses, and blest her black e'e; 
And aye sinee, whene'er we meet, sing, for the sound is 
sweet. 

Ha me mohatd, na dousku me. 



THE HILLS OF THE HIGHLANDS. 

r 
NICHOLSON. 

TCNE— ** Ewe Suchts^ Marion,** 

Will ve ^ to the Highlan's, my Mai^, 
Ana Tiflit our haughs and our glens ^ 

There's beauty 'mak^ hills o' the Highlan's 
The braw^\Han' las»e ne'er kens. 

'Tis true we've few cowslips or roses, 

Nae lilies grow wild on the lee; 
But the heamer its sweet scent discloses. 

And the dmsy's as sweet to the e'e. 

See yon far heathy hills, whar they're rmn\ 
Whose summits are shaded Wi' blue; 

There the fleet mountain roes they are lyin*. 
Or feedin' their fawns, love, for you. 

There the loud roaring floods. they are falling 
By crags that are furrow'd and grey; 

To her young there the eagle is csulin'. 
Or gazm' afar for her prey. 

Or low by the burks on the bumie, 
Whar the goat wi' her yoop^tn's dothrrest; 
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Theire oft I wooM lead thee, my JVlary, 
Whare the blackbird has builded her oesf^ 

flight sweet are our serenes i* th^ gloamin'. 
Whan shepherds return frae the hill, 

Aroun' by the banks o* Loch Lotnon/ 
While bagpipes are soundin' sae shrill. 

tiight sweet is the low-setting suA4)eam, 
On the lake's bosom quiv'rin' seen ; 

But sweeter the smiles o' my Mary^ 
And kinder the blinks o' her eeH. 

Thy looks WouM gar siknmer aeetn sWeetef, 
An' cheer wihter^s bare dreaify gloom; 

With thee ev'ry joy is completer. 
While true love around us shou'd bloom. 

. The south'ren, in a^ his politeness, 

His airs and his grandeur may shine) 
Our hills boast o' mair true discreetness. 
An' his love is not equal to mine. 

LUCY AND COLUl*. 

TICKEL. 

Of Leinster, fam'd for maidens faif> 
' Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Kor e^er did Liffy's Umpid strtiEilil 

Reflect so sweet a hce. 
Till iuekless love and pining caf e» 

hnpair'd her rosie hue, 
< tier coral lips, and damask cheeks, 

And eyes of glossy bhie. 

Oh have you seen a lily pale^ 

When beating rains descend? 
iSo droop!d' the slow-conttinli^ Silid, "f 
V Her life now near its «nd» . 
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By Lucy warnM^ of jQatt*riilg twaiUs 

Take heed, ye easy fair : 
Of vwgeance due to broken vow8| 

Ye perjurM swains, beware. 

Hu'ee times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring; . ' 

And shrieking at her window thrice, 

Jhe raven flapped his wing: 
Tdo well the lovoJom maiden knew 

The solemn boding sound; 
And thus, in dying wdrds, biespok^ 

The vugin weeping round. 

" 1 hear a voice vou cannot bear. 

'* Which says, I must not stay; 
" I see a hand vou cannot see, 

^ Which beckons roe away« ) 

^ By a false heart, and brdLen vows, 

** In early vouth I die ; 
'' Was I to blame, because his bride ^ 

** Was thrice as rich as I? 

^ Ah, Collin ! give not her thy vows, 

•* Vows due to me alone ; 
* Nor thou, fond maid, recdve his kiss, ^ 

** Nor think him all thy own. * 

" To-morrow in the church to wed, 

" Impatient,ix)th i^epare; 
*' But know, fond m&id; and know, false man, 

** That Lucy will be there. 

^ Then bear my corse, mv comrades, bj^^ 

** This bridegroom blyttie to meet ; 
^ H^ in bis wedding4riai so gay, ^ 

^ I, in my windii^-sheet.'' 
She spoke, she died; her corse wiis borne?,* 

The bridegroom blythe to meet; 
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He in hig wedding^rim so gay$ 
She in her winding-sheet. 

Then what were perjiirM Collin's thoughts? 

How were these nuptials kept? 
The bridesmen ik)ckM round Lucy deadi 

And all the village wept. 
Clotifusion, shame, reihorse, despair. 

At; once his bosom swell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his htov^. 

He shook^ he groan'd, h^ fell. 

From file yain bride (ah bride no more 1} 

The varying crimsoi;! fled ; 
When stretch'd before her rival's eorse. 

She saw her husband dead; 
Then to his Lucy's new made ^ve^ 

Conve/d bv trembUng swuns, 
One mold witn her, beneath one sod, 

For ever now remains. 

C>ft at this grave, the constant hind 

And plighted maid are seeh; • 

With garlands gay, and true-love knots^ 

Th^y deck l£e sacred green« 
But, swain forsworn, whoe'er thou art^ 

This haliow'd spot forbear; 
Kemember Colin's dreadful &t^ 

And fear to meet him there. 



SONG. 

NICHOtSdK. 

I'uKE — ^ Nae bomniesfor mc, iLaddieJ* 

Again the hreese blaws throu^ die trees; ' 
Tbe flowers bloom by ^e bum, WUlie : 

ijficy SfMing is s^ien in fairy green-— 
The year nae noair shall mou^ Willie« 
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The tender bud hangs on the woods. 

An* lowly slaethorn tree, Willie; 
Its blossoms spreads, nor cauld U^st dreads. 

But may be nipt tike me, Willie, 

the frien'less hare Is chas'd niie mair. 

She whids alang the lea, Willie, 
Thro' dewy show'rs the lav'rock tow'rs, 

Aa' ^gs, but not for me, Willie. 

When frae thy arms, a* nature's charms. 
What pleasure can they d'e, WiUie ? 

Jtfy spring is past, my sky o'eroasti 
Ifs sleepless mghts wi* me, Willie^ 

Silent an' shy, they now gae by, 

Tbpt us'd to speak wi' me, Willie; 
J^ae tele, nae sang, the l^le day lai% 

It's a* for lovin" thee, Willie, 

Wi* wily art ye wan my heart — , 
TTiat heart nae inair is jfree, Willie ; 

Then, O be kind, sin' now it's Aine 1 
I had me mair to gi'e, l^llie.^ 

But vain Fve pled, for thou hast wed, 

A wralthier bride than me, Willie ^ 
}S'ow, nought can heal the wound I feel, ■ 

-Qut lay me down an' die, Williet 

Fareweel ye brpes, and happier days 1 

Hy ci^ratol windin* Crec Willie: 
When o^^^ve the green grass w^r^^ 

! wilt thou thiii 0T\ D^e^ WiUie ? , 
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A LOVE SONG. 

CONCAN£N. 

I LOVE thee, tny Mary; I cannot say more; 

Then set not my passion a-cooling ; 
If thou yield*8t not at once, I must e'^n give tbee o'er; 

For I'm but a novice at fooling. 

What my love wants in vrords^ it shall make up in deeds. 
Then why should we Waste time in ttoti^ diild? 

A performance you wot well, a promise exceeds; 
And a wdrd to the wise is enough, child. 

I know how to love, and to make that love known f 

But I hate all protesting and aimung : 
Had a goddess my heart, dbe shouM e'en lie alone. 

If she made many words to a bargain. 

I'm a quaker in love, and but barely affirm 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been saying; 

Pr'ythee be thou so too, seek for no better term, 
But e'en throw thy yea, or thy nay in. 

I cannot bear love, like a chancery-suit. 

The age of a patriarch depending; 
Then pluck up a spii-it, no longer be mute. 

Give it, one way or other, an ending. 

Long coiurtship's the vice of a phlegmatic Tool; 

Like the grace of fanatical smners. 
Where the stomachs are lost, and the victiiak grow cool« 

Before men sit <iown to thdr dinners. 



SONG. 

i • Paiofi. 

Dear Anriie ! while thus beyond measure 
You treat me with doubts and disdain; 

You rob all your youth of its pleasure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain ; 



> 
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Your maxim, that love is still founded 

On charms that will quickly decay. 
You will find to be very Ul-grounded 

When once you its dictates obey. 

The passion from beauty first drawn 

Your kindness will vastly improve; 
Soft looks and gay smiles are tne dawn. 

Fruition's the sunshine of love; 
And though the bright beams of your eye& 

Should be clouded, that now are so gay^ 
And darkness obscure all the skies^ 

We ne'er can forget it was day. 

» 

Old Darby, with Joan by his side. 

You oft have r^arded with wonder; 
He is dropsical, she is sore-ey'd. 

Yet they're ever uneasy asunder ; 
Together they totter about. 

And sit in the sun at the door; 
And at night, when old Darby's pu>e's out« 

His Joan will not smoke a whifimore. 

No beauty or wit they possess. 

Their several failings to smother, 
Then what are the charms, can you guess. 

That make them "80 fond of each other? 
'Tis the pleasing remembrance of ;^atytb> 

The endearments that love did bestow. 
The thoughts of past pleasure and truth, 

The best of all blessings b^w. 

These traces for ever will last, 

Which sickness nor time can remove 

For whei) youth and beimty ajpe post, r- , 

And age brings the wii^jt^ of love^ 
Vol. J. P 
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A friendship insensibly grows. 
By reviews of such nurtures fis thesci 

And the current of fondness still flows. 
Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 



THE BONNETS O' BONNY DUNDEE. 

Hoca, 

WILL ye gang down to the bush i* the meadow. 
Your 4addy an* mammy wi' me winna dread you, 

An* by the fair hand through the j9owers I will lead you^ 

An sing 3'ou the bonnett o' bonntf Jhmdeef 
Wi' heart an' wi' hand, my dear lad, I'll gang wi' thee. 
My daddy and mammy think nought to belie tfaeef 

1 ken ye'U do naething but kiss me an' lead me. 
An' sing me the bonnet* o' bonny Jhmdp^. 

O, why fled thy angel, poor lovely Macmillen, 
An' left thee to listen to counsel so killin' ? 
O, where were the feelin's o' that cruel villain. 

Who riiled that blossom, an' left it to die ? 
How pale is that cheek that was rosy an' red aye ! 
To see that sunk e'e wad gar on^ heart bleed aye ! 
O, wae to the wild willow-bush 1' the meadow ! 

O, dule to the bonnets 0' bonny Dundee / 



BONNIE WOOD OF CRATGIE LEA, 

TANNAHILL. 

7%ou bonnie wood of Crmg^e lea^ 
TViou bonnie wood of Craigie lea, 
Kear thee I pasted Ixf^i early day. 
And won my Manfi heart in ihee^ 

The broom, the brier, the birken bush. 
Bloom bgafiiie o'er the flow'ry le», 
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And a^ the sweets that ane can wish 
Frae Kature^s han' are strewed on thee* 

7%ou bimnid, ^c. 

Viot ben thy dark green plantings shade^ 

The ciisnat croodles atnVouslie ; 
The mavis down thy bughtcid glade, 

Gal*s echo ring frae every tree. 

Th<m bottnie, ^c. 

Awa^ ye thoughtless, murdMng gang, 
Wha tear the nestlings ere they flee ! 

They'll sing ^pu yet a cftntie sang, 
Then, O m pity let them be .! 

TTtou bonme, S^c^ 

When winter blaWs in sleety show'rs 

Frae aflfthe norlan hills sac hie. 
He lightly skifis thy bonnie bowVs, 

As laith to harm a flower in thee. 

Thou bonnie, SfC. 

Tho' fate should drag me south the line, 

Or o'er the wide Atlantic sea. 
The happy hours I'll ever mind. 

That I in youth hae spent in thee. 

Thou bonnie^ Sfc, 



SONG. 

£TH£BID0E. 

Ye happy sWains ! whose hearts are flrea 

From love's impeiial chain, 
Take wariiing and be taught by me 

T* avoid the e'nchanting pain: 
Fatal the Wolv^ to trembling flocks. 

Fierce winds to blossoms prove; 
To careless seamen hidden rocks. 

To human quiet, love. 
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Fly the fair sex, if bliss you prize. 

The snake's beneath the flow'r ; 
Who ever gaz'd on beauteous eyes 

That tasted quiet more ? 
How faithless is the lover's joy ! 

How constant is their care J 
The kind with falsehood to destroy. 

The cruel with despair. 

I'LL AY CA' IN BY YON TOWN. 

BURNS. 

Fll aye ca' in by yon town. 

And by yon garden greeu again; 
Fll aye ca' in by yon town, ' 

And see my bonnie Jean again. 

There's nane sail ken, there's nane sail guessi, ' ' 

What brings n)e back the gate again, 
But she, my fairest faithfu' lass. 

And, stowlins we sail meet agmn. 

She'll wander by the aiken-tree, ' ' 

When trystin-dme draws near again ; 
And when her lofvdy form I see, 

O haith, she's doubly dear again ! . 

Fll aye ca' ig by yon town, * 

And by yon garden green again; 
Fll aye ca* in by yon town. 

And see my bonnie Jean again. 



SONG. 

The sun was sunk beneath the hill, 
The western clouds were lin'd with gold. 

Clear was the sky, the wind was still. 
The flocks were penn'd within the fold ; 
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Wtien ill the siletlce of the grove 
Poor Damon thus despair^ of love. 

Whd se^ks to pluck die fragrant rose 
From the hard rofek or oozy beltch. 

Who from eslch Weed that barren grows^ 
£xpe(H;s the gl'ape or downy peach, 

With equal faith may hbpe to find 

The truth of love in wpmankind. 

No hehis have I^ ho fleecV care^ 
No fields that wave with golden graiif^ 

No pastures green, or gai^ens fair, 
A wonlan's venal heart to gain; 

Then all in vain my sighs must prove, 
^ Whose whole estate, ^as I is love. 

lioir wretched is the faithful youth. 

Since wcnnen^s hearts are bought and sold 1 
They ask no vows of sacred truth. 

Whenever they sigh^ they sigh for gold, 
Gold can the frowns of scorn remove; 
^ But I am scornM — who have but love» 

To buy the gems of India's coast. 
What weidth, what riches,, would suffice? 

Vet Indians shore could never boast 
The lustre of thy rival eyes ; 

For there the world too cheap must prove ; 

Can I then buy— Who have but lover 

Then Mai^, since no gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter self compare^ 

Be just, as fair, and value more 
Than gems or ore, a heart sincere ; 

Let treasure meaner beauties move { 

Who pays thy worth must pay in lovtf< 

P9 
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LASSIE Wr THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS. 

BURKS* 

Tune—" UoUiemurche^s Rardl* 

Jjome wT the lint-wkUe locks, 

Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 
Wilt tliou wi* me tent the flocks. 

Wilt thou be my dearie, O? 

Now nature deeds the ffowery lea, 
And a' is young and sweet like thee ; 
O, wilt thou share its joys wi' me, 
And say thoii^t be my dearie, O ? 

Lassie wV, ^c. 

And when the welcome simmer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower, 
We*ll to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie, O. 

Lassie tvC, SfC, 

When Cynthia lights, wi' silver ray. 
The weary shearer's hameward way ; 
Thro' yellow waving fields we'll stray^ • 

And talk o* loVe, my dearie, O. 

Lassie wi*, ^c» 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest. 
Enclasped to my faithful breast, 
ril comfort thee, my dearie, 0» - 

Lassie m% ^c. 
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SONG, 

When first this humble roof I knew. 

With various cares I strove; 
My grain was scarce, my sheep were fcw» 

My all of life was love. 
By mutual toil our board was dress'd 

The spring our drink bestow'd ; 
But when her lip the brim had press'd 

The cup with nectar flowed. 

Content and peace the dwelling shar'd,. 

No other guest came nigh; 
In them was giv'n, though, gold was spar'd» 

What gold could never buy. 
No value has a splendid let 

But as the me^ns to prove 
That from the castle to the cot 

The all o^ life h love. 

WHEN JOHN AND ME WERE MARRIEI> 
TunE-^" Clean pease sirae^^ 

When John and me were married, 

Our hauding was but sma/ 
For my minnie, canker^t carling, 

Wou'd ^ us nocht ava*. 
I wair't my fee wi' canny care,^ 

As far as it woii'd gae. 
But weel I wat our bridal'bed. 

Was dean pease strae.. 

Wi* working lafe and early^ 

We're come to what you- see f 
]Por fortune' ttoiveaneath our hands^ 

Sae eydent aye were we. - - 
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ithe lowe o' luve made labour light, 

Fm sure ye'll find it sae, 
When kind ye cuddle dovin at e'en 

'Mang dean pease strae. 

The rose blooms gay on caimy brae^ 

As weel^s in birken shaw. 
And love will loWe in cotts^ low. 

As weel*8 in lofty ha*. 
Sae, lassie, tak the lad ye like, 

Whate'er your nunnid say, 
ttho' ye should mak your bidal bed 

O^ clean pease strae* 

SONG. 

faoM giarifig shew and giddy hois^^ 
The pleasures of the vain, 

Take me, ye soft atid silent joys I 
To your retr^ts agaiii* 

Be mine, ye cool, ye peaccfful groves I 
Whose shades to love belong; 

Wherd echo, as she fondly roves^ 
tlepeats my Hetuys.8ong< 

Ah, Heiiry ! whjr should I depart 
From solitude and thee? 

When in th&t solitude thou art 
A perfect world to me* 

1*LL Nfi*ER BEGtJILE Hififi* 

Setty, early gone a Mayitig, 
Met her lover, Willie, straying) 
JDrift, oi' (^ance, no matter whethef^ 
Hiis We know, he reason^ with her I 
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Mark, dear moid, the turtles cooing. 
Fondly billings kindly wooing; 
See how ev'ry bush cyscovers 
Happy pairs of feather'd lovers* 

See the op'ning blushing roses, 
All their secret charms discloses; 
Sweet's the time, ah ! short's the measure^ 
O' their fleeting, hasty pleasure ! 
Quickly we must snatch the savour 
^ Of theu* soft and fragrant flavour; 

They bloom to-day, and fade to-morrow> 
Droop their heads, and die in sorrow. 

Time, my Bess, will leave no traces 

Of those beauties, of those graces; 
\ Youth and love forbid our staying. 

Love and youth abhor delaying. 
^ Dearest maid,— nay, do not fly me,^ 

Let your pride no more deny me; 

Never doubt your faithful Willie— 

There's my thumb, I'll ne'er beguile thee I 



SONG. 

While Sandv, thus you tease one. 

To say, what won my heart; 
It cannot sure be treason, 
. If I the truth impart. 

'Twas not your smile, tho' charmii^; 

'Twas not your eyes, tho' bright; 
'Twas* not your bloom, tho' wanning; 

Nor beauty's dazzling light. 

'Twas not your dress, tho* shinii^; 

Nor shape, that tnade me s^ t 
'Twas not your tongue, combining^ 

For that I knew-^might lie. 
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No— -'twas voiir genefoiis natttre; 

Bold^ softy sincere, and gay; 
It shone in every feature. 

And stole my heart away. 

SPEAK ON, SPEAK THUa 



'« 



EAMSAf. 

Tvvt — ** Woe$^ my heart that toe should iunder!* 

Speak on,-^^pe^ thus, and still my grief. 

Hold tip a neart^that's sixiking under 
lliese fears, that soon will want relief, 

tVhen Pate must from his Peggy sunder* 
A gender face, fttid silk attire, 

A lad)r rich in beatity's blossota, 
Alidce poor me ! will no# conspire. 

To steal thei^ from thy Peggy's bosom^ 

No more the shepberd, i^ho excelled 

The rest, whose wit made them to Wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's praises tell} 

Ah! I C8in die, but never sunder. 
Ye meadoliro where we often strayed. 

Ye banks where We were Wont to WandeiV 
Sweet-scetited rocks round which we played, 

Youll lose your sweets when we're asunder^ 

Again, &h ! shall I never creep 

Around the knowe, with silent duty; 
ICindly to watch thee, while asleep. 

And wonder at thy manly beauty. 
Hear, Heaven, while solemnly I vow, 

Tho' thou shouldst prove a wand'ring lover. 
Thro* life to thee I shall prove true, 

Nor be a wife to any other. 
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SONG. 

How imperfect is expression 

Some emotions to impart ! 
When we mean a soft confession, 

And yet seek to hide the heart, 
When our bosoms, all complying. 

With delicious tumults swell, 
And beat what broken, falt'ring, dyin^^ 

Language would* but cannot teU^ 

jDeep confusion's rosy terror, 

Quite expressive paints my cheek. 
Ask no more-r^behold your etror^ 

Blushes eloquently speak. 
What tho* silent i^ my anguish. 

Or breath'd only to the air ? 
Mark my eyes; and, as they languish^ 

Read what yours h^ve fmtten there^ 

O that you- could once coneeiye me ! 

Oncejsnj^ heart's strong feelings view! 
Love hfiu nought more fond, beUeve m^. 

Friendship, nothing half so true. 
How imperiect is expression 

Some emotions to impart { 
When we mean a soft confession. 

And yet seek to hide the heart. 

O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HILfc. 

BURNS. 

Tune—** My love is lost to TneJ* 

O WERE I on Parnassus' hill ! 
Or had of Helicon my fill; 
That I might catch poetic skill. 
To sing how d^r I love th^^. 
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But Nith maun be my muse's well. 

My muse maun be thy bonnie sel'; 

On Corsincon I'll glow'r and spell. 

And write how dear I love thee. 

Then come, sweet muse, inspire my lay. 
For a* the lee-lang simmer's day, 
I coudna sing, I eoudna say. 

How much, how dear I love thee, 
I see thee dancing o'er the green. 
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean. 
Thy tempting lips, thy roguish e'en — 

By b^en and earth I love thee ! 

By night, by day, a-fidd, at hame. 
The thou^ts o' thee my breast inflame; 
And aye I muse and sing thy name; 

I omy live to love thee. 
Tho' I were doom'd to wander on. 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun. 
Till my labt weary sand was run, 

Tm then— and ^ea I'll love ^ee. 



SONG. 

BOWB. 

Despaibikg beside a dear stream, 

A shepherd forsaken was laid. 
And, while a false nymph was his theme^ 

A willow suf^rted his head; 
The wind that blew over the plain 

To hb sighs with a sigh did reply. 
And the brook in return to bis pain 

Ban iommftllly murmuring by. 
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Alas! sQly ^irain that I was? 

(Thus sadly compiaumig he cried!) 
When first I beheld that Mr face, 

'Twere better by far I had died. 
She talk'd, and I blest her dear tongue 

When she smiTd it was pleasure too great 
I listen'd, and'ciVd, when she sung^ 

Was nightingale ever so irweet ! 

How foolish was I to believe 

She would doat on so lowly a c1owd» 
Or that her fond heart would not.^eye 

To forsake the fine folks of the town; 
To think that a beauty so gay, . 

So kind and so.coi^^tanf; would prove. 
Or go clad like our maidens in ^ay, 

^d live in a cottage on love« 

What tho' I have skill to complidn, 

, Tho* the muses my temples have crown'd ? 

What tbo' when they hear my soft strain, 

The virgins sit weeping around ? 
Ah Collin ! thy hopes are in vain. 

Thy pipe and thy laurel redgn, 
Thy fair one inclines to. a swain 

Whose music is sweeter than thine* 

All you, my companions so dear. 

Who sorrow to see me betray'd. 
Whatever I sufier, forbear. 

Forbear to accuse the false maid; 
Tho* thro* the wide world I ^ould'range^ 

'Tis in v£un from my fortune to fly| 
'Twas hers to be false, and to change, 

'Tis mine to be constant — and die* 

If while my hard fate I sustain. 

In her breast any pity is found, " ' 

Let her- come with the nymphs of the plain^ 

And see me laid low in the ground: 

Vol. I. Q 



V 
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The last humble boon that I crave 
Is to shade me with cypress and yew. 

And when she looks down on my grave 
Let her own that her shepherd was true. 

Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden array. 
Be finest at every fine show, 

And frolic it all the long day: 
While Collin forgotten and gone, 

No more shall be talkM of or seen. 
Unless when beneath the pale moon 

His ghost shall glide over the green. 



• % 



O ARE YE SLEEPING, MAGGIE. 

TAKNAHILL. 

Tune—*' SUepy Maggy: 



n 



O are ye sleeping, Magg^^ 
O are ye deepmg, Maggie; 
Let me vnyfw loud the Unn, 
Is roaring o*er the warlock craigie» 

Mirk and rainy is the night. 

No a stam in a' ihe carry ; 
Lightnings' gleam athwart the lift, 

And winds driv6 wi* winter's fury. 

O are ye, 4^, 

Fearfu' soughs the boortree bank. 
The rifted wood roars wild and drcari^ 

Loud the iron yate does clank, • 

And cry o' howlets maks me eerie« 

O are ye^ 4"^. 

T 
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Aboon my breath I daurna speak. 

For fear I rouse your waukrife daddie: 

Cauld's the blast upon my cheek; 
Rise, O rise, my bonnie lady ! 

O are ye^ Sfc* 

She opt the door, She let him'in» 
He culst adde his drequng plaidie: "^ 

Blaw your warst, ye rain and win'. 
Since, Maggie, now Fm in aside ye. 

Now smce y^re wakingi Maggie^ 
Now tince ye're wakings Maggi£! 
What care I for howlers cry, 
For boor tree hanky or warhck crmgie/ 



SONG. 

Ah where can fiy my souPs true love? 
Sad I wander this lone grove; 
Si^s and tears for him I shed; 
Henry is from Laura fled. 
Thy love to me thou didst impart; 
Thy love soon won my virgin neart; 
But, dearest Henry ! thou'st betra/d 
Thy love, with thy poor cottage maid. 

Through the vale my grief appears. 
Sighing sad, with pearly tears; 
Oft thy image is my theme, 
As I wander on the green: 
See from my cheek Uie colour flies. 
And love's sweet hope within me dies ; 
For oh ! dear Henry ! thou'st betray'd 
Thy love, with thy poor cottage maid. 
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THE LEA RIG. 

BCritNS, 

When o'er the hill the eastern star. 

Tells bughtin-time is near, my jo, - 
And owsen frae the furrowed field 

Return sae dowf and wearie, O ; 
Down by the bum, where scented birks 

Wi' dew are hanging clear, my jo, 
111 meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My aih kind dearie, O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, 

Vd rove, and ne'er be eerie, O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 
Although the night were ne'er sae wild, 

And I were, ne'er sae wearie, O, 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

The hunter lo'es the morning sun. 

To rouse, the mountain deer, my jo; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen, 

Alang the bum to steer, my jo. 
Gie me the hour o' gloamin grey, 

It makes my heart sae cheerie, O, 
To nieet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie, O. 



SONG. 

Shepherds, I have lost my love, 
Have you seen my Anna ? 

Pride of every shady grove. 
Upon the banks of fianna! 
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I for her my home forsook. 

Near yon misty mountain. 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook. 

Greenwood shade, and fountain* 

Never shall I see ihem more 

Until her returning. 
All the joys of life are o*er. 

From gladness chang'd to mouming.- 

Whither is my charmer flown. 

Shepherds tell me whither. 
Ah ! woe's me, perhaps she's gone 

For ever and for ever. 



THE BANKS OF TARF. 

NICHOLSON. 

Tune—*' Sm' my Unde's dead;' ^c. 



Whebe wmdin* Tarf, by broomy knowes. 

Her siller wave sae safUy rows; 

An' mony a green-wood cluster grows. 

An' hare-tells Uoomin' bonnie, 0« 
Below a spreadin' hazle tree, 
Fu' snugly hid whai^ nane cou'd see. 
While blmking' love beam'd frae her e^c^ 

I met my bonnie Annie, O. 

Her neck was o' the snaw-drap hue, , 
Her lips like roses wet wi' dew; 
But O, her e'e, o' azure blue. 

Was past expressin' bonnie, O. 
Like threads o gowd her flowin' hair. 
That lightly wanton'd on the air; 
But vain were a' my skill an' mair 

To tell the charms o' Ajmie, O. 
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While smilin' ia my anns she lay^ 
She, whisperin', in 'my ear did say, 
" O how could I survive the day, 

Should ye prove false, my Tammie, !" 
« While spangl'd fish glide to the main, 
While Scotlan's braes shall wave wi' grain. 
Till this fond heart shall break wi' pain, 

ni ay be true to Annie, O." 

The Beltane winds blew loud an' lang, 
An' ripplin' rais'd the spray alang; 
We cheerfu' sat, and cheenu' sang. 

The banks of Tarf are bonnie, O. 
Tho' sweet is spring, whan young and gay, 
An' biythe the blinks o' summer's day; 
I fear nae winter, cauld and blae. 

If blest wi* love ah' Annie, O. 



TO STELLA. 

THE BEV. K. BULL. 

Say, why that deq;) and frequent sigh 
Heaves thy soft bosoih gentle fur? 

Th^ tear that trembles in thine eye. 
Ah ! flows it from the fount of care? 

Thou look'st, my love, like some fair flow'r. 

Sinking beneath the dewy show'r. 

Too well I guess thy secret woe; 

Thou weep'st to think, that one short day 
May bid thy beauties cease to glow^ 

And pilfer every ^ace away : ' 
'Tis this that melts thy tearful eyes. 
And heaves thy tender breast with sighs* 
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Yet shall Dot all thy beauties fade 
Beneath rough Time's austere contrcml; 

His keenest frosts shall ne'er invade 
The bright recesses of thy soul. 

Which, purer than the vestal flame, 

For ever burns, and bums the same. 

1 DARK ROLLING DEE- 

NICHOLSON. i' 

Dark rolling Dee, with thy heath coverM moUntuns^ 
Thy wild rugged rocks by yon black birken glen, 
\ That claims't thy supplies from the cold mossy fountains^ 
And minglest thy treasures with low-spreading Ken: 

Scenes of my youth, where my wishes oft wander, 
Where the traces of nature my bosom first warm'd; 

For low on thy banks, where thy waives sweet meander^ 
Spreads the low bluphing rose that my fancy ha» 
\ charm'd. 

How fain would I woo thee, sweet flower, to my bosom^ 

And sever thy stalk frt>m its first native stole, 
Where the kind breath of love should invite thee to 
blossbm, 
Though the chill blasts of winter around us should 
howl. 

Beauty might fade in the days of December, 
But the noontide of friendship around us should beam ; 

The fervour of youth I would fondly remember. 
And shield thy sweet blossoms by Dee's winding 
stream* 
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THE LASS O' ISLA. 

FR^M THE GAELIC. 

Ah Mary, sweetest maid, farewell 1 
My hopes are flown, for a's to wreck; 

Heav'n guard you love and heal your heart, 
Tho' mine alas ! maun break — 

Dearest lad, what ills betide? 

Is Willie to his love untrue? 
Engaged the mom to be his bride, 

Ah ! hae ye, hae ye ta'en the rue ? 

Ye canna wear a ra^ed gown, 
Or be^ar wed, ^nought ava; 

My kye are drown'd, my house is down, 
My best sheep lyes aneath the snaw-^ 

Tell na me V storm or flood. 

Or sheep a' smoor'd ayont the hill. 

For WilUe\ sake, I WiUie lo'ed; 
Tho' poor, ye are my Willie still— 

Ye canna thole the wind or rain. 
Or wander, flriendless, far frae hame ; 

Cheer, cheer your heart, som^other swain 
Will soon blot out lost A^lUe's nam6 — 

I'll tak my bundle in my hand. 
An' wipe the dew drop frae my e'e, 

m wander wi' ye o'er the land, 
FU venture wi' ye thro' the 



Forgie me love, 'twas all a snare, 
My flocks are safe, we need na par^ 

I'd forfeit them, and ten timed mair. 
To clasp thee, Mary, to my heart. 
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How could ye wi* my fedings sport. 
Or doubt a heart sae warm and true? 

I should wish mischief on ye for't 
But canna wish ought ill to you. 



O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAM! 

BURNS. 

Tune—" the MoudiewoH!* 

AiC Oyfor one arC twenty^ Tam / 
An' hey, sweet ane an* twenty, Tam! 

m learn my km a rattHn' sang, 
Gin I am ane arC twenty, Tam, 

They snool me sair, and baud me down. 
An' gar me look like bluntie, Tam ! 

But three short years will soon wheel roiUi'» 
An' then comes ane an' twenty. Tarn. 
AiC 0,for ane, ^c, 

A gleib o* Ian*, « claut o' gear. 
War left me by my auntie, Tam; 

At kith or kin I needna spier. 
Gin I saw ane an' twenty, Tam. 

An* O, for ane, ^c, 

TheyMl hae me wed a wealthy coof, 

Tho* I mysel hae plenty, Tam; 
But hear'st thou, laddie, there's my loo^ 

I'm thine at ane an' twenty, Tam! 

An* 0,for ane^ (J-e. 
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SONG. 

CAFTAIN THOMSON, 

The topsails shiver in the. wind^ 

The ship she casts to s^bl ; 
But yet my soul^ my heart, my mind, 

Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 
For, tho' thy sailor's bound afar, . 

Still love shall be his leading star* 

Should landmen flatter when we're sail'd^ 

O doubt their artful tales ! 
No gallant sailor ever fail'd, 

If Cupid fill'd his suls: 
Thou art the compass of my soul^ 

Which steers my heart from pole to pole. ^ 

Sirens in every port we meet, 

More fell than rocks and waves; i 

But sailors of the British fleet 

Are lovers, and not slaves. 
No foes our courage shfUl subdue, 
Altho* we've left our hearts with you. ^ 

These are our cares; but, if you're kind. 

We'll scorn the dashing main. 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind. 

The pow'rs of France and Spain. 
Now Britons' glory rests with you, 
Our sails are full-— sweet girls 1 adieu! 



THE BRAES O' GALLOWAY. 

NICHOLSON. 

TuNB— " White Cockade:' 

O, LASSIE wilt thou gang wi' me. 

An' leave thy frien's i' 3ie south countrie— 
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Thy fonner (Hen's an' sweethearts a'. 
An gang wi' me to Gallowa'? 

O GoUowt^ braet^ they wave w? broom^ 
AfC heatherbeUs in bontiie bloom; 
There^s lordly teats aiC livinU brow 
Among the braes o' CroUowtt. 

There stately woods on mony a brae. 
Where bums and birds in concert play; 
The waukrife echo answers a'» 
Amang the braes o' Gallowa'. 
O GaUowc^ braesy ifc. 

The simmer shiel' I'll build for thee 
Alang the bonnie banks o' Dee, 
Half drcUn' roun' my fether's ha', 
Amang the braes o' Gallowa'. 
O GaJUowti braesy ^c. 

When Autumn waves her flowin' horn. 
An' fields o' gowden grain are shorn, 
I'll busk thee fine in pearUn's braw. 
To join the dance in Gallowa'. 
O Gallowa* braeSy ^c. 

At e'en, whan darkness shrouds the sights 
An' lanely langsome is the night, 
Wi' tentie care my pipes I'll thraw, 
To " A the way to Gallowa'." 
O Gidlowif braes, Sfc. 

Should fickle fortune on us frown, 
Nae lack o' gear our love shou'd drown; 
Content shou'd shield our haudin' sma', 
Amang the braes o' Gallowa'! 
Gallowa* braes, 3^. 

Come, wlule the blossom's on the broom. 
An' heather-bells sae bonny bloom; 
Come, let us be the happiest twa 
On a' the braes o' Gallowa' 1 
O Gallowa* braes, 4^. 
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Wi^N first I ken*d young Sandys face. 
He sung and lookM wi' sio a grace; 
He stole my heart, but (Md na eare; 
The lad he lo^ed a lass more fiur: 
And oft I sung o'er brae and burn, 
How sweet's me love that meets return ! 

He lo'ed a lass wi' fickle mind, 
Was sometimes cauld and somethnes. kind; 
Which made the lovesick laddie me; ' ' 
For she was cauld when he was true: > 
He mourn'd and sung, o'er brae and burn, 
How sweet's, the loTe that meets retuml 

One day a pretty wreath he twin'd 

Where lilacKs with sweet cowslips join'd» 

To make a garland for her hair; 

But she refus'd a gift so fair. 

This scorn, he cry d, can ne'er be borne, 

But sweet's the love that meets return. 

Just then he met my tell-tale een. 
And love so true is soonest seen: 
Dear lass! .sfdd he, my heart is thine; 
For thy soft wishes are l^e mines 
- Now Jenny, in her turn, may inoum, 
How sweet's the love that meets return ! 

' My aAswer was both frank and kind ; 
I lo'ed the lad, and tell'd my mind: 
To kirk we went wi' hearty glee; 
And wha sae blest as he and me? 
Now blithe we sing, o'er brae and bum, 
How sweet's the love that meets return! 
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BONNIE LADY ANN. 



There's kames o' hinney 'tween my luye's lips. 

An' gowd amang her nair, 
Her breasts are laptin a boUe rtSl^ 

Nae mortal een keek there. 
What lips dare kiss; or what hand dare touch. 

Or what arm of lave dare qpan. 
The hinny lips, the oreamy loo^ 

Or the waist o* La^y Ann? 

She kisses the lips o' her bonnie red rose, 

Wat wi' the blobs d* dew; 
But nae g^tle %, nor semple lip, 

Mann toudh her ladv ti^ou\ 
But a broider'd belt wr a buckle o' gowd^ 

Her jimpy wiuslr naun span : 
O she's an armfu' fit for heaven. 

My bonnie Lady Ann, 

Her bower casement is lattic'd wi' flow'rs 

Tied up wi' siller thread; 
And comely sits she in the midst^ 

Men's langing een to feed: 
She waves the ringlets frae her cheek, 

Wi' her milkv milky han'; 
Aqd heir every look beams wi' grace diving 

My bonnie Lady Ann* 

The momhag doad is tassePd wi' gowd. 

Like my luve's broider'd cap; 
An' on the tnantle whicli my mre wean, . 

Is monie a gowden drap. 
Her bonnie eebree^s a houe ardi* 

Cast by nae earthly han'; 
An' the breath o' heaven's atween the lips 

O* my bonnie Lady Ann. 
VoL.L R 5 
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I wondering gaze on her stately st^. 

An' I beet a hopeless iSame; 
To my luve, alas ! she mauna stoop. 

It wad stain her honoured name. 
My een are bauld they d wall on a place 

Where I darena mint my ban'; 
But I water, and tend, and kiss the flowers 

O' my bonnie Lady Ann. 

I am but her father's gardener lad. 

An' poor poor is my fa' ; 
My auld mitner gets my wee wee fee, 

Wi' fatherless baimies twa: 
My lady comes, my lady gaes, 

Wi' a fii' and kindly ban*; 
O their blessing maun mix wi' my luve, 

An' fa' on Lady Ann. 

SONG. 

HENRY CAREY. 

Tho' cruel you seem to my pain. 

And hate me because I am true) 
Yet Jeanie you love a false swain. 

Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Einoyment's a trifle to him, 

To me what a blessing 'twou'd be! 
To him but a woman you seem; 

But, ah ! you're an angel to me. 

Those lips which he touches in haste. 

To them I for ever cou'd grow; 
Still clinging around that dear wust. 

Which he'll span as beside you he'll go. 
That hand, like a lily so white, 

Which over his shoulders you lay; 
My bosom cou'd warm it all nieht, 

)ly lips they cou'd press it aU day. 
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Were I like a monardi to r^gn^ 

Were graces my subjects to b^ 
rd leave theniy and fly to the phan. 

To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
But if I must feel your disdain. 

If tears cuinot cruelty drown; 
Oh ! let me not live in this pain. 

But give me my death in a frown. 



BALLENDEN BRAES. 

POLUKGROVS ROBINSON, ESQ. 

It was high o'er the murelands and down by the Lyne, 
Whare the waters rin deep and the hillocks be^n, 
Hiat Bessy, the bonny, wi' heart sad and sair. 
Sat tir'd on a know, an' san^ loud her despair; 
Fause, fause the great town is, and fause are its ways, 
Uke him who deco/d me frae Ballenden braes. 

When the laird o' the Ian* first came down to our glen. 
He tell'd me he ne'er saw a fairlie till then. 
He sleekM down my hair, and he laugh'd in my e'en; 
He sich'd o'er my hand, and he ca'd me his queen. 
But fause was his heart, and mair fiiuse was his praise. 
For he tuk me awa frae sweet Ballenden braes. 

He was young, like mysel', and he sware he wad be 
A father, and brither, and aw things to me; 
He sware, gin I lo'ed him, he'd mak me sae fine. 
That wi' goud and wi' siller my tartan shou'd shine; 
But fause ware his words, and mair fause was his ways, 
Wha tuk me awa' fiue sweet Ballenden braes. 

I thocht it was sinful, but he luk'd so kind, 

I thocht it was sinful to tarry behin<J, 

Sae high o'er the murelands, and far frae my hame. 

He lea me, and made me believe it nae shame; 
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But fause ware his doings, and fause ware his wtfjr^ 
For he tuk me far far fi*ae sweet Ballenden braes. 

But short was his kindness, his gude words, and care. 
When he saw the great town then he lo'ed me oae mair. 
He tuk to great ladies, they leush me to soom. 
And he wi^ na help me^ but \m me to mourn ; 
Till, sick wi* his sin, and near kill'd by his ways, 
I am come back to dee on sweet Ballenden braes. 



^v»^^»»^»^ 



THE HEART OF STONE. 

8IB JOHN HARRINGTON. 

Whence comes my love, heart, disclose? 
Twas from cheeks that sham'd the rose; 
. From lips that spoil the rubj's praise; 
From eyes that mock llie diamond's blaze. 
Whence comes my woe? as freely own. 
Ah me ! 'twas from a heart like stone. 

The blushing cheek speaks modest mind; 
The lips befitting, words most kind; 
The eye does tempt to soft desire. 
And seems to say, *t3s Cupid's fire; 
Yet all so fair but speak my moan, 
l^th nought doth say the heart of stone. 

Why thus, my love, so kind bespeak. 
Sweet lip, sweet eye, and blushing cheek. 
Yet not a heart to save my pain.-* 
O Venus, take thy gifts again; 
Make not so fair to cause our moan. 
Or make a heart that^ like our own. 



rtqSALlND'S COMPLAINT* 

BAKER. 

Tune—*' Grim King of the Ghosts:^ 

On the bank of a river so deep. 

Whose waters glide sUently on, 
Sad Rosalind sat down to weq), 

For Damon her lover was gone: 
The fairest atid faithfullest she^ 

Of all that trippM over the plains; 
But alas ! the most fickle was ne, 

Among all the shepherds and swainS. 

Down each cheek ran her tears in a streams 

All his vows are forgotten ! she cries; 
Regarded no more than a dream, 

Tho' for him his fond shepherdess dies: 
He's gone, the false creature is gone» 

To deceive some fresh nymph of the plain^ 
Whose fate will, like mine, be to moan 

The loss of a perjured «wain. 

Beware, you bright maidens! beware, 

If my treacherous Shepherd you meet; 
For, alasi he's bewitchinely fair; 

When he speaks, there s no music so sweet: 
As the spring he is blooming and gav. 

As the summer, delightsome and kind; 
But believe not one word he can say. 

For he's false as the wavering wind. 

Foolish maid! whilst I thought he was true, 

I sent up no look to the skies; 
All the suAshine or gloom that I knew. 

Was the gloom or the shine of his eyes. 
He alone was my joy and my care, 

I wish'd for no heaven above; 
No sorrow, no pain, could I fear; 

No hell, but the loss of his love 

R3 
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How fondly endearing watf he. 

Till I granted whatever he desir'd; 
But, you virgins ! take warning by me. 

For Iu8 flame from that moment expired. 
Now I ne'er shall embrace him again^ 

He, ungrateful^ is flown from my armsi 
Par away o'er the flowery plain. 

And despises these sullied charms. 

But vengeance is surely in store. 

For the breach of those vows which he made j 
Tho' by him they're remember'd no more 

Than the wretch who by them was betrayM." 
But fofnve him, ye powers |A)ove! 

Tho' lie's false, bring no hiljrm on his head; 
But crown him with beauty and love, . 

Long after poor Rosalind's dead. 

Thus she moum'd : What a scene all around ! 

The )bii^ flag dieir wings at her «ighs| 
The vaDies her sorrows resound. 

And the stream shews her grief swollen eyes; 
All nature takes part in her woe, 

A black cloud o'er the heaven is ^read, 
, The winds have forgotten to blow, 

And the willows bend ova her head^ 



THE RETURN OF SPRING. 

Caulo winter is av«' my luve, 

An' spring is in her prime; 
The breath o' heaven stirs a' to ^hp 

The grasshoppers to chime. 
'^ifhe birds canna cotftain themsel' 

Upon the sprouting tree. 
But loudlie, loudlie sing o' luve, 

A theme which plea^th me. 



« 
« 
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The blackbird is a pauky lowtt. 

An* kens the gate o* luve; 
Fu* weel the sleekit mavis kens 

The melting lilt maun muve. 
The gowdspink woos in gentle note. 

And ever singeth he, 

* Come here^ come here, my spousal dame,* 

A theme which pleaseth me. 

What says the sangster roseJinnet? 
His breast is beaming high, 

* Come here, come here, my ruddie mat^ 

The gate o* luve to try.* 
The lavrock calls his freckled mate, 
Frae near the sun*s eebtee, 

* Come make on the knowe, our nest, Q luve 1' 

A theme which pl^seth me. 

The hares hae brought forth twins, my luve, 

Sae has the cushy doo; 
The raven croaks a safter way» 

His sooty luve to woo: 
And nought but luve, luve breathes around 

Frae hedge, frae field, and tree, 
Saft whispering love to Jeanie^s heart, 

A theme wmch pleaseth me. 

O Lassiel is thy heart nudr hard 

Than mavis on the bough; 
Say, maun the hale creation wed^ 

And Jean remain to woo? 
Say, has the holie lowe o' luve. 

Ne'er lightened in your ee? ^ 
O ! if thou canstna feel for pain, 

Thou art nae theme for me ! 
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ROBIN'S COMPLAIN^- 

LOBO UNNIKO. 

pa tver swain a. nymph adore, 

MI ungrateful Nanny do? 
Was ever uiepherd s hemt so sore. 

Or ever broken heart so true? 
My cheeks are swell'd with tears, bat die 
Has Aeve^ wet a cheek for mei 

If Nanny callM, did e'er I stay? 

Or linger, when she bade me run? 
Bhe only had the woifd to say, 

And all she wish'd wa^ quickly done. 
I always think of her; but she 
Does ne'er bestow a thought on me^ 

!ro let her cows my clover taste. 
Have I not rose by break of day? 

Did ever Nanny's h^ers fast. 
If Robin in his bam had hay? 

Tho' to my fields they welcome were, 

I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 

If ever Nanny lost a sheep, 
I cheerfully did give her two : 

And I her lambs did safely keep, 
Withi^ my folds in frost and snow : 

Have they not there from cold been fi*e6? 

But Nanny still is cold to me* 

When Nanny to the well did come, 
'Twas I that did her pitchers fill; 

Full as they were, I brought them home; 
Her Com I carry'd to 3ie mill: 

My back did bear the sack; but she 

Will never bear the sight of me. 
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To Nanny's poultarv oats I gave; 

Tm sure, they always had the best: 
Within this week her pigeons have 

Eat up a peck of pease at least. 
Her little pigeons kiss; but she 
Will never take a kiss from me. 

Must Robin always Nanny woo» 
And Nanny still on Robin frown? 

Alas, poor wretch ! what shidl I do» 
If Nanny does not love me soon? 

If no relief to me she'll bring, 

*-ril hang me in her apron-string. 



SONG. 

By the side o' yon cleugh, whare the bumie rins stilly 
A lassie sat sighmg and spinning her lane: 

^ O gin the waes o' my heart wad lie still ! 
There'll n^ver be peace till our Habbie comes hame. 

^ As my wheel it gaes round, and my lint tap I spread^ 

Lint that I mean for bibs to my iMum ; 
The warp shall be blue and the waft shall be red, 

An' how bra we'll be a' when our Habbie comes hame. 

^ That morning he left us, our cock never crew. 
Our grey clocking hen she gaed keckHng her lane; 

The gowk frae the craft never cried cuckoo. 
That wearyfu' morning our Habbie left hame. 

^ When the wind blaws loud and tirls our straei 
An' a' our house sides are dreeping wi' rain^ 

An' ilka bum rows frae the bank to the brae, 
I weep for our Habtne who rows i' the tiN»n. 
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** When the wars are owre, an' quiet is the sea. 
On board the Culloden our Hab will come hame : 

My slumbers will then be as sweet as the Dee, 
An' how blythe we'll be a' when our Habbie comes 
hame." 



SALLY GRAY. 

ANOEESON. ^ 

TuNi— " The Mucking o' GnordkU Byre^ 

CoMs, Deavie, FU tell thee a secret. 

But thou mun lock't up i' thee breast, 
I wadden't for aw Dalston parish. 

It com to the ears of the rest; 
Now ril hod tee a bit of a weager, 

A groat to thy tuppens I'll lay. 
Thou cannot guess whee I's in luive wi'. 

And only keep off Sally Gray. 

lliere's Cumwhitton, Curowhinton, Cumranton, 

Cumrangen, Cumrew, and Cumcatch, 
And monny mair cum's i' the county. 

But nane wi' Cumdivock can match; 
It's sae neyce to luik owre the black pasture* 

The fells abuin aw, far away — 
There is nee sic pleace, nit in England, 

For there lives the sweet Sally Gray. 

I was seventeen last Collop-Monday, 

And she's just the verra same yage ; 
For ae kiss o the sweet lips o' Sally, 

Fd freely ^ve up a years wage; 
For in lang winter neets when she's spinniq* 

And sin^ng about Jemmy Gay, 
I keek by the hay-stack, and lissen, 

For fam wad I see Sally Gray. 

* Mr. Andenon writes in the Cumberland £al«ct 
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Had thou seen her at kurk, man, last Sunday, 

Thou cou'dn't hae thought o' the text; 
But she sat niest to Tom o' the Lonmn, 

Thou may think that meade me quite vext: 
Then I passM her gawn owre the lang meedow, 

Says I, ' Here's a cannv wet day V 
I wad hae said mair, but how cou d I, 

When luikin at sweet Sally Gray ! 

I caw'd to sup cruds wi* Dick Miller, 

And hear aw his cracks and his jokes, 
Hie dumb wife was tellin their fortunes}— 

What ! I must be like other fokes; 
Wi* chalk on a pair of auld bellows. 

Twee letters she meade in her way, 
S means Sally the wide warl owre, 

And G stands for nought else but Gray. 

O was I but Iword of the manor, 

A nabob, or parliament man. 
What thousands on thousands Fd gi* het. 

Wad she only gi' me her ban I 
A coach and six horses Td buy her. 

And gar fowk stan out o' the way. 
Then I'd lowp up behint like a footman-^ 

Oh! the warl for my swe^ Sally Gray, 

They may brag o' thdr feyne Carrel lasses, 

Their feathers, their durtment, and leace: 
Alack for them ! deeth-luikin bodies, 

Widout a bit reed o' thdr feace! 
But Sally's just like allyblaster. 

Her cheeks are twee rose-buds in May— • 
O lad ! I cou'd sit here for ever. 

And talk about swept Sally Gray. 



/ 
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SONG. 

NICHOLSON. 

Tune — ** Will ye walk the woods with me* 

^ O WILL ye go to yon burn side, 

Amang the new made hay. 
And sport upon the flow'ry swaird. 

My ain dear May? 

And sport, 4^. 

*^ The sun blinks blythe on ^on burn side, 

Whar lambkins lightly play. 
The wild bird whistfes to nis mate, 

My ain dear May. 

The wild hird, ^, 

** The waving woods, wi* mantle green, 

Shall shield us in the bower, 
Whar I'll pu' a posy for my May, 

O' mony a bonny flower.*' 

Whar rUjn^, ^c. 

^ My father maws ayont the bum. 

To spin my mammy's gane; 
And should they see thee here wi' me, 

I'd better been my lane. 

And should, 4^c. 

^ The Ug^tsom^ lammie little kens 

What troubles it await _ 

Whan ance the flush o* spring is o'er, 

llie fause bird lea'es its. mate. 

When ance, ^c. 

^ The flow'rs will fade, the woods decay, 

And lose their bonny green ; 
The sun wi' clouds may be o'ercast. 

Before that it be e'en. 

Thesu9h4^c. 
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THE LASS O* NETHERLEE. 

AM/arran^caniie hodie^ 

Cam yefrae the NetherUe f 
Afddfarrai^ cantie bodie. 

Did ye there my ianie see? 

Kind, an* blythe, an* sweet as oniis^ 

Fairer never can je see; 
In face an' form my lassie's bonide. 

Dimpled love nts in her ee^ 

AMfarrarif 8^c, 

Hmr like the moming'agofiden beam. 

On the tapmaist monntnin hie; 
An' oh! when dre88*d irl tartan sheei^ 

Beauty's power is ill to dree. 

AvidfarrmCy ^. 

Her lips would mak the cherry blush 

Deeper red—tho* red it be ; 
An' weel like I the dew to brush 

Frae her lips sae sweet an* wee» 

AMfltrran\SI^, 

But saw na ye the lassie then» 

Thro' the wood or owre the Tea? 
Tho' ye're the wale o* cantiest men;* 

To seek her quickly mautf I flee; 
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S%feye weeithenfwmeJ>odie, 
WMnye Cff *t the Netheriee, 

Spier for meauldfarran bodie-^ 
Then the Uuiie dear ye'U tee. 
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SONG. 

NICHOLSON. 

Tune—** Swaggering roaring WilUe.^* 

Whan first I forgather'd w? Peggy, 

My P^ggy an* I were young; 
Sae blythe at the bught i' Uie gloamin* 
My Peggy an* I ha'e sung. 

My Peggy an' I ha'e sung. 

Till the stars did blink sae hie ; 
Come weel or come wae to the biggin'. 
My P^gy was dear to me. 

The stately aik stood on the mountain. 

And tower'd o'er tfa^ green birken diaw$ 
Ilk glentin' wee flow'r on the meadow, 
Seem'd proud o' bein' busklt sae braw» 

Seem'd proud o' bein' buskit sae bmw. 

When they saw their ain shape i* the Dee ; 
'Twas there that I courted my Peggy, 
Till the kirk it fell foul o' me. 

Tho' love it has little to look fbi" 

Frae the heart that's wedded to gear; 
A wife without house or a haudin' 

Gars ane look right blate like an' queer. 
Gars ane baith look blate like an queef. 
But queerer when twa turns to three; 
Our frien's they ha'e foughten an' flyten. 
But "Pegg^s ay dear to me. 

It vex'd me her sighin^ an' sabbin'. 

Now nought short o' marriage wou'd do ; 
An' tho' that our prospects were dreary. 
What could I but e&i buckle to? 
What couM I but e'en buckle to, 

An' dieht the sa't tear frae her e'^ 
The warfs a wearifii* wister ; 
But Piggy's aye dear to me* 



i 
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THE DISAPPOINTMENT* 

ANBEBSOK. 

TiTNE — " Ettrkk banks:* 

The moon shone bn^t at nine last tiighl^ 

When Jemmy Shaqi cam oWf e the muir ; 
Weel did I ken a lotref's fit^ 

And heard him saftly tap the doOf i 
My fadder started i^ th^nuik, 

* Rin, Jenny J seef yhat's that/ fid s^id: 
I whispered, ' Jemmy, comcf the morti,' 

And then a leame excuse soon meade. 

I went to bed, but cudn^t sleep, 

This luve sae breaks a body's rest; 
The momin dawn'd, then up I gat. 

And seegh'd, and aye luik'd towards the west; 
But when far off I saw the wood^ 

Where he unlock'd Ins heart to me, 
I thought o' monie a happy hour. 

And then a tear gush'd frae my eV. 

To-night my faddert far frae heame^ 

And wunnet come this three hours yet; 
But, O I it pours, and I'd be leath 

lliat Jemmy sud for me get wet ! 
Yet, if he dis, guid heame-brew'd yill 

Will warm his cheerfu' honest heart; 
Wi' him, my verra life o* life I 

Ts fain to meet, but leath to part. 



CROBtfLErS LILT- 

SincB all' thy Vows, false maid, 

Are blown ta air, 
And my poor heart betra^'d 

To sad despair ; y 

S3 
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Into some wilderttess^ 
My grief I will express 
And thy hard heartedness, 
O cruel fair* 

Have I not graven our loves 

On ev*ry tree,^ 
In yonder spreading groves, 

Tho* false thou be? 
Was not a solemn oath 
PligiilBd betwixt us both, 
liou thy faith, I my troth. 

Constant to be ? 

Some gloomy place I'll find. 

Some doleful shade, 
Where neither sun nor wind 

E'er entrance had : 
Into diat hollow cave, 
There will I sigh and rave, 
Because thou dost behave 
So ffdthlessly. 

Wild fruit shall be my meat, 

ril drink the spring, 
Cold earth shall be fny seat: 

For covering 
ril have the starry sky 
My head to canopy. 
Until my soul on high 
Shall spread its wmg» 

PU have no funeral fire, 

Nor tears for me; 
No grave do I desire^ 

Nor obsequies. 
The courteous red-breast he. 
With leaves will cover me, 
And sing my el^y, 
With doleful voice. 
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And whexL a ghost I am^ 

I'll visit thee, 
O thou deceitful dame, 

Whose cruelty 
Has kill'd the kindest heart. 
That e'er felt Cupid*8 dart. 
And never can desert 

From loving thee. 



1 
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THE TEAR HUNG IN HIS E*E. 

NICHOLSON* 

Tune — ^ Logan Braes,** 

O \ Pale, pale raise that April mom. 
My sodger lad frae me was torn; 
Then honour's name was hard to dree; 
The parting tear hung in his e'e. 
But loud the pealing trumpet sang. 
And loud the warlike cymbals clang; 
Then honour^s fause name ruin'd me^ 
Aldio' the love-tear bhnt his e'e. 

^Twas no' his locks of amber brown. 
His manly limbs in armour bound; 
His gracdfu' snawie arched brow. 
His dimpl'd cheek sae sweet to view. 
Nor buddin' lips, that ga'e delight, 
Ha'f shieldin' teeth of ivory white ; 
But 'twas hb glance that ruined me-— 
The lovely lavage o' his e'e. 

Now he has found a foreign grav^ 
Far, far ayont the 'roaring wave, 
Within yon luckless rarvaged land, 
Wr thousands on Cornnna's straiid. 
In fancying sleep, how afi; Fve seen 
His rising grave diat grows sae green. 
Then starting, wak'd wi* tearfu' e'el 
For O, he's cauld and far frae me. 
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Nae maif the flowers in wreaths well twmc, 
Wf which my bfows he us'd to bin* i 
Kae gay attire tny breast can ease ; 
For now! there*s liane I wish to ^leate ! 
Tho* sair's my heart, I lo'e the pmti. 
And sweet's the tear that's shed alarte— 
And dear'd the ple^e he gfte to me. 
That day the teaf hurig m his e e. 

HRST LmVE. 

ibNDERSON. 

fuNE — ** CM and raw^^ 

iT^sjust three wedcs an' Carel fair. 

This sixteenth o* September ; 
There the first loffof a sweetheart I gat,- 

Sae that day Fll remember. 

This luve meks yen stupid— -ever sin seyne 

1*8 thinkin and thinkm o' Wulhr; 
1 dung owre the knop, and scaded mv fit. 

And cut aw my thoum wi' the gully. 

O, how he danced! and, O how' he talk'd 

For my life I cannot forget h^ ; 
He wad hae a kiss-^I gae himr a^slap — 

But if he were here I'd let him. 

Says he, ' Mally Maudlin, toy heart is thine! 
- And he broii sec a se^h, I believ'd him: 
Thoi^ht I, Wiffy Wintffep, thou'sr welcome to mine. 
But xny head I hung down to decseive him. 

Twee yards o' red rftbon to wear fof his seake, 
Foiby leather mittens, he bought mp ; 

But when we were thinkin' o' nought butjave^ 
Mv tittv, ill luck! com and sou^t iQe; 
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A plague o* aw clashere! off die nm heaa^ 
And e'en telt my tarn'd auld mudder; 

There's sec a te-diii — ^btft let them firet on-^ 
Miss huD, m ne'er get sec anuder ! 

Neist Sunday, most kindly we promiBed to mt^ 

ril get me our tweesome a baiciii ; 
But a Tee mun patch up, be't rang or be't reet^ 

For Wully he ^a^not stan waiting : 

The.days they ^eem latlg, and lang are the nights^ 

And, waes me ! this is but Monday! 
I seegfa, and I think, and I say to myself 

O that to-morrow were Sunday ! 

LOUDON*S BONNIE WOODS AND BRASS. 

tannahill. 

Loudon's bonnie woods and braes 

I maun lea' them a', lassie ; 
Wha can thole when Britian's faes 

Would gie Britons law, lassie ? 
Wha would shun the field o( dangei^ ? 
Wha to fame would live a stranger? 
Now when freedom bids avenge btf § 

Wha would shun her ca*, lassie ? 
Loudon^s bonnie woods and braes 
Hae seen our happy bridal days. 
And gentle hope shall sooth thy waes 

When I am far awa, lassiei 

Hark! the swelling bugle ffl]^> 

Yielding JQV to wee, laddies 
But the dolem' bugle britigs^ 

Warfu' thou(^ts to me, laddie^ 
Lanely I may climb the mountain, 
Lanely stray beside the fountain^ 
Still tne wearie moments counting, 

Far frae love and thee, laddie. 
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O'ef the gory fields of war, 
Wbar vengeanoe drnres his crkasen caF, 
Thou'lt may be fa% frae me afar. 
And naoje to close thy ee, laddie# 

O resume th)r wonted smile, 

O suppress thy fears, lassie^ 
Glorious hcmour crowns the toil. 

That the soldier shares, lassie: 
Heav'n will shield thy faithful lover, 
*Tiil the vengeful strife ii over ; 
Then we'll meet nae mair to sever, 

'Till the day we die, lassie : 
'Midst our bonnie woods and braes 
We'll spend our peaceful happy days, 
As blythe's yon lightsome lamls that plays 

On Loudon's flow'ry lea, lassie. 



SONG. 

TCNE — ^ JacksorCs Cog in the Morning^ 

NICHOLSON. 

O ! COME, my dear lassie, wi' me to the green. 
The clover does bud, and the daisy is seen— 
Remember the promise that ye made yestreen, 

To tak' a walk out i' the momin' : 
The sun's gouden beams saiUy gildeth the mora ; 
The birds sweetly chantin' dieir notes frae the thorn 
Hie dew draps are hangin' sae clear on the com, . 

An' sweet smells the floVrs i' die morning'. 

Yet still there. is something that's dearer to me: 
The rose o* thy cheek, and £he blink o* thy e'e,' 
Through ilk cross an' care they aye comfort wou'd gi*e> 

An' cheer me baidi e'enin' an' momin' : 
The king wi' his crown, or the ddke wi' his star. 
May elbow for honour or counsel for war : 
Sic cares bring but crosses — I'm happier far 

When walkin' wi* you i' the mormn'. 
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The beauties o* dxnraer can please while *tis May, 

Yet, how frail is thm fonn, and how short is tfaiar stay ? 

So youth wi' its blossoms i^ shortly decay-— 

E'en thy charms will but last like the morning^ : 
But wat ye what pleasures the bosom caii yield. 
When love's saft mipression true friendsh^) has seaFd ! 
Frae the cauld blast o' fortune 'twou'd ay be a bield. 

An cheer us boith e^enin* an' moniing. 



THE DELIGHTS OF LOVE. 

ANDERSON. 

Tune—** Farewell io JSamf* 



i'f, 



r*> 



The summer sun was out o' sight, 

Hb partin* beams danc'd on the flood; 
The fiaher watch'd die silver fry, 

As i' the stream he bendine stood ; 
The blackburd moum'd the dowsin day. 

And caw'd his partner to his nest; 
When I up Caldew tuik my way, 

^d met the lass I aye like best. 

J gaz'd upon her matchless feace. 

That fairer than a lily seem'd ; 
I mark'd the magic o' her e'e. 

That wi' luive's powerfu' leetnin beam'd; 
I saw her cheek ofbree'test red) 

That, blushing, telt a lover's pain. 
And seiz'd a kiss, if 'twas a crime, 

I really fear PU sin again. 

Fast flew the hours — now raise the muin. 
And telt us it was time to paxt ; 

I set her to her muddePs duir, 
6he whisper'd low, ** Thou's stown my he 
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I thro' th^ lattice stole a gl«ince» 
And heard her angry mudder chide : 

Then thought of aw a. parent's cares, 
Afl fitMB her cottage heame I hied. 

Fve teasted pleasiures dearly bought. 

And read mankind in monie a page : 
But woman, woman, sweetens life, ' 

Frae g^ddy youth to feeble age. 
Ye fuils, aye court eoy Fortune^s smile; 

Ye nJ^es, in quest of pleasure rove: 
Ye drunkards, drown each sense m wine ! 

Be mine the dear delights of love ! . 



HUSH YE VUDE BREEZES. 

8IMSOK. 

TiTNE— " Bonme Dundee.** 

HosH, hush ye rade-hreezes, my Harry is comin*. 

Nor aim at my lover the blasts that ye falaw. 
For he'd come to my arms, tho' the bum it was foamin', 

In winter or summer, thiro* sleet or thro' snaw. 
He hears not, nor (bars not your blustering thunder. 

But thinks his dear lasde how soon he shall see; 
And oh ! may rude fate never cast us asunder. 

Nor blast wi the hopes of my Harry and me. 

My Harry is blythesome, ray Harry is cheerie, 

Wi' him ilk thin^ roinid me looks ^nnie and braw; 
But ilk thing aroun' me looks darksome and drearie. 

If e'er he gaes frae me, or turns to gae 'wa. 
Lang hae I lo^ him, an' never, O never. 

Can I think my dear laddie for ever to lea' ; 
But if 'tis our fate that death should us sever, 

One grave shall feceive both my Hany and me, 
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THE BLACK.E*EI> LASSIE. 

CHARLES GRAY. 

Tune — *^M%f wdyjo and dearicy 0,** 

Wi* truest love, I love thee, Jean— 

But dhmai ye be saucy, O, 
Tho' why I love I wimia t^. 

My bonnie black^^'ed bnsi^ Ol 
It*8 no thy cheek o' rosy hue, 
It's no thy little cherry mou; 
It's a' because thy heart's sae true^ 

My boanie black-e*ed lassie, O ! 

If s no the witch-glance o* thy e*e, 

Tho* few for that surpass ye, O, 
That maks ^e aye sae dear to me, 

My bonnie black e*ed lassie, O ! 
If s no the whiteness o* thy skin, 
It^s no loveTs dimple on thy chin^-— 
It's a' thy modest worth within. 

My bonnie black-e'ed lassie, Ol 

Ye smile sae sweet, ye look sae kin<l^ 

That a* wish to caress ye, O ! 
But I adore thy heav'nly mind. 

My bonnie black-e'ed lassie, O! 
Vve seen thy een, like crystal clear. 
Shine dimly thro' saft pity^s tear. 
Which male's ye ever, ever dear, - » ' 

To me, my black-e'ed lassie, ! 



DICKY GLENDININ. 

ANDERSON. 

Tune—-" As PaHe came up f roe ihe glen^ 

Mt fadder was down at the mill. 
My mudder was out wid her spinnin. 

When, whea sod slip qiuetly in. 
But canny lal Dicky Glendinin ; 

Vou L T 
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He pou'd^ofThis muckle top coat, - 

And drew in a stuU by the hailan. 
Then forc'd me to sit on his knee. 

And suin a sad teale bcigan tellm. 

* O, Jenny, O Jenny!* says he, 

' My liking for thee I can't smudder; 
^ It meade me as sick as a peat, 
< To think thou'4 teane up wid anudder^ 

* What ! there's been a bonn^^ te-dui 

' About a laKig hulk o' a miller ! 

* He's wide-gobb'd, and ill-natur'd too. 

But ae word says aw — ^he hes siller. 

^ The lasses aye flyre and mak gam, 
^ And ax mei, wha^s got Jenny Foster? 

* The lads, when we meet i* the lone^ 

* Cry out, Sairy Dick ! what, thou's lost her* 

* When Rowley, the miller, last night 

* I met, as we come in frae sheerin, 
^ Had the sicUe but been our lang gun, 

' Fd shot him, i^y, dead as a herrin. 

' O ! hes te forgotten the thne^ 
' Thou said thou lik'd me best <^ onie? 

* And hes te ibrgotten the time, 

' Thou said luve was better than monie? 

. .* ^ And hes te forgotten the time, i 

* I mark'd our twea names on a ihillin? ' 

* Thou promisM to wearN; neist thy heart, 

* Anq then to wed me thou ¥ras wiilin, 

^ The fnrat time you're cried in the kiu*k, 

' FIl step my ways up, and forbid it; 
^ When caiild i' my coffin, they'll say, 

^ ^ Twas e'en Jenny Foster that djdixl 
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' My ^oftt, the liEulg bight, aW in Wh^te 

* Will shek thee, and gar the aw shive^-* 
* O, the tears how they hop owre my cheeks^ 
. * To think I lud lose thee f(Nr ever!* 

O, Dicky! 0,iDicky! aaysl, 

I nowther heed house, Ian, or silleir^ 
Thou's twenty times dearer to me 

Than onie lang hulk of a miller ! 

A match we struck up in a crack. 
And Dicky's got sticks and got beddin; 

My fadder and madder are fbin, 
Then hey for a guid me^ Weddhi! 



M£6 0^ THE MILL* 

TtTNE'— "^ O ionnie last w%U ye lie in a harradef*^ 

O itEN ye what Meg o^ the Mill has gdtteiai^ 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten? 
She has gotten a coof wi' a claut o* siller. 
And broken the heart o' the barley miller. 

The miller Was strappin', the miller was ruddy; 
A heart like a lord, feind a hue like a lady: 
The lau*d was a widdiefu', bleerit knurl : 
She's Idt the guid fellow, and ta'en the dioii^ 

• 

The miller he hechi her a heart leal and loving: 
The laird did addivis her wi* mi^tter mair moTuo^ 
A fine pacing horse, wi' a clear bhuined bridl^ 
A whip by her side and a boni^ rid e s a ddl e* 

O wae on the uUer, it is sae prevafling ; 
And wae on the love that is nx'd on a mailin^ ! 
A tocher's nae word in a true lover's parle. 
But, gie me my love, and a fig for the warll 



■ 

i 



220 LOT£ saN6& 

GWORDIE GILL, 

ANBEBSON. 

Tune—*' Andrew txH^ his cvity gun!* 

Of aw the lads I see or ken. 
There's yen I like abuin the rest ; 

He's neycer in his war day duds^ 
Than others donn'd in aw their best. 

A body's heart's a body's ain, 

And they may giVt to wirea they will ; 
Had I got ten where I ha'e neane, 

Fd gi'e them aw to Gwordie Gill. * 

Whea was't that brak our lanlword's gartb. 
For me, when bairns we went to schuil? 

Whea was't durst venture mid-thie deep,. 
To get my clog out o' the puil ; 

And when the filly flang me ofl^ 

And lang and lang I laid sae ilf, 
Whea was't grat owre me day and night. 

And wish'd me weel? Twas Gwoniie Grille 

Oft mounted on his lang^£ul'd naig, 
Wi' feyne new buits up till his knee. 

The laird's daft son lights i' the faul. 
And keaves as he wad wuny me; 

Tho' fadder, mudder, uncle too. 
To wed this maz'lin teaze me still, 

I hear of aw hia Ian' and brass. 
But oft steal out to Gwordie GilL 

Frae Carel cou^n Fanny com, 

And brong her whey-feac'd sweetheart dowii, 
Wi sark-neck stuck abuin his lugs, 

A peer dipt dinment frae the town : 



tte tniiicM and talked, and sk^toM imd wolk'd^ 

But tir^d a ganging up the hiU, 
And lliikM 'ia peUe as onie coip, 

Compar'd to rwode Gwordie Gill. 

My Gwordie^s wbussl^ weel I ken, 
Lang ere we meet, ^e darkest beet; 

And when he lilts and sings SkevHliall, 
' Nit playhouse miisie's hawf sae sweeU 

A body^s heiail^s a foody^s awn> 
And they msy gi'e't to whea thi^ will i 

1 yence had yen, now t ha^e neane, 
For it belangs to Gwordite GUL 



MARK YONDER POMP OF COSTLY FASHION. 

IHjnk-*-** l>tei tttk the vfart*^ 

iAxRt yonder poinp of costly fashio^ 

Round the wealthy, titled bride; 
But when compared with real passion^ 

Poor is ail that piincely pride; 

What are the shoWy tt^easures? 

What are tb^ noisy pleasures? 
*rhe gay, gaudy jglare oi TaniQr and artk 

The poTish'd jewel's blaze 

May draw die wond'rii^ gaze^ 

And courtly grandeur bright 

The ffktidy lAk^ delight^ 
But neyer, never can cofiae Adtf the keartr 

Bat did you see my dearest Chloris, 

In simplicity's artay; 
Lovely as yonder sweet op^nine flower iti 

Shnnking from the gaze of day* 

T3 
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O then thehovt alamuiig^ 

And all resistless charming, 
In Love's delightful fettecs d>e duun. Il» williiv 
soul! 

Ambition would disown 

The world's imperial crowit. 

Even Avarice would deny 

His worshiped deity, 
And fed thro' ev'ry vein Lover's raptures^ roll^ 



YOUNG SUSY. 

ANDERSON. 

TcrtCE— " IMntff Davie/' 

Young Sitst is a bonny lass, 
A caniw lass, a teydey lass, 
A mettled lass, a nearty lasi^ 

As onie yen can see; 
A clean-faeel'd lass, a weel-spok lass*, 
A buik-lam'd lass, a kurk-gawn lassy 
I watena how it comes to pass. 

She ne'er luiks kind on me. 

Fs dr^dl o'^woi^in— fdowiffysowivy 
Deetm, deykin, tlMreshin, mowtn; 
Se^hin, greening, nSver knowin 
What Vs gawn to de. 

I met her — aye, 'twas this .day week t 
Thou^t I, nl surely try to speak! 
But tried in vain the teale to seek. 

For see a lass is shef 
Her jet-black hair hawf hides her brmi 
Her een just t&irl yen thro' and.thrcA- 
But, Oh! her -cheeks and cherry mou 
. . Are Car owre sweet to see! , 

Fs tir'd o' w<H*kin, &c* 



Ohy could I put her in B'saag! 

To hear her praise the. heale day lang. 

She mud consent to kurk to gang; 

There's puirer fowk than me! 
But rhyming^ I do nought but rave, 
Luive meks yen sic a coward slave; 
Fd better far sleep i' my graye> 

But, Oh ! that munnet be ! 

Fs tir'd o' workin-^lowin, sowin, 
Deetin, deykin, threshing, mowing; 
Seeghin, greanin, never knowin 
What Fs gawn to de. 



THE SOLDIER'S RETURN, 

BURNS, 

Tune— « The nuU null, O." 



When wild war's deadly blast was blawn. 

And gentle peace retuining, 
And eyes again wi' pleasure beam'd, 

Thi^ had been, blear'd wi' moi^^rning s 
I left the lines and tented field. 

Where lang Fd been a lodger. 
My humble knapsack a' my weiUth, 

A poor but honest sodger. 

A leal light heart beat in my breast. 

My hands unstttn'd wi' plonder^ 
And for fair Scotia, bame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil, f 

I thought upon my Nancy, 
I thought upon her witching sinile 

That caught my youthful fancy. 
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At length t reach'd the bonnie gteA, 

Whei^ early life I ^x>rted; 
I passM the mill, and trysting thorn, 

Whd'e Nancy aft I courted: 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling! 
And turn'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my e*e was swellingk 

Wi' altered voice, quoth I, sweet lass^ 

Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 
1 happy^ DBppy may he be. 

That's dearest to thy bosom ! 
My purse is light, Pve far to gang. 

Fain would I be thy lodger; 
tVe serv*d%my king and country lang-^ 

Take pity on a sodger ! 

8ae wistfully she gaz'd on me> 

And lovelier grew thaii eyer^ 
Quo* she, a sod^ ance I lo'ed« 

Forget him shall I never : 
Our humble cot and hamely fare, 

Ye freely shall partake it; 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade^ 

Ye're weltotne fbr the sake o't. 

She gazM«>^she reddenM like a rose—* 

Syne pale like ony lily; 
jShe sank into my arms and cried. 

Art thou toy ain dear Willie! 
By Him who made yon sun and aky*^ 

By whom true love's regarded, 
1 am the man !>-^and thus may still 

True lovers be rewarded! 

The wars are o'er and J^ta come hamcl, 
And find thee still true hearted; 

Tho' poor in gear, we're rich in love, 
And mair we'se ne'er be parted. 



Quo' she, my grancbire left me gowd, 

A maiHn' pleiriahM feMy ; 
Come then, my fakhfiil sodger lad, 

lliou'rt welcome to it dcariy ! 

For gold the merchant Roughs the maio^ > 

The farmer pkniehs the manor; 
But glory is the sod^r's prisse. 

The sodger's wealth is honour. 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise. 

Nor count him as a stranser: 
Remember, he's his countiys stay. 

In day and hoar of dai^;er. 



THEDAWnE. 

ANnEBSON. 

Tune—" Pm oW young to many yetr 

** Tho' weel I like ye, Jwohnny lad, 

I cannot, munnet marry yet! 
My peer aujd mudder's unco bad, 

Sae wie a wheyle maun tarry yet; 
For ease or comfort she has neane; 
Leyfe's just a lang, lang neet o' pain: 
I munnet leave her aw her leane, 

And wunnet, wunnet marry yet i" 

^ O Jenny I dunnet brek this heart. 
And say we nmnnet many yet; 

Thou cannot act a jillet's per^~ 
Why sud we tarry, tarry yet? 

Think, lass, of aw the pains I feel; 

I've leyk'd thee lanff, nane kens bow wed I 

For thee, I'd feace Uie vem ddl — 
Oh say not, we maun tarry yet I"* 



f 
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** A weddet ley&'s oft dearly boagfatS: 

I cannoty maimet many yet ! 
Ye ha'e but little— I ba*e nou^t, 

Sae» we a wh^le maun tarry yet. 
My bearfg yer am, ye needa fear, 
But let us wait anudder year. 
And luive, and toil, and screape up gear; 

We munnety munnet marry yet! 

'Twas but yestreen, my mudder said, 
. ^ O, dawtie! dunnet marry yet! 
m suin lig i* my last cauld bed; 

Tou*s aw my comfort — ^tarry yet !" 
Whene'er I steal out o' her seet. 
She seeg^s, and sobs, and nought gangs reet — 
Whisht! — That's her feeble voice. — Guid neet I 

We munnet, munnet mahry yet!" 

SWEET ELLEN^ OF TttE DALE. 

SIMSONk 

TeNE-,« MM o/JSrinJ 



It 



Ko hope, no comfort near mei 

I sit me down and sigh; 
Alas! she will not hear me; 

Htr tears are her reply^ 
She spurns my faithiiil bosom. 

She scorns my love-lom tale; 
Still fades the lovely blossom. 

Sweet Ellen of the dale. 

She loved, she loved another. 
And still his loss deplores; 

Nought can her passion smother 
For him she still adores. 
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She hears a faithful lover 
His hapiess lot bewail; 

No tears nos sighs can move her, 
Sweet Ellen of the dale. 



FORBES'S GREEN. 

BY A LADir. 

Tune—" TheiadtQ' Dunse." 

And auld Robin Forbes hes gien them a dance ! 
I pat on my specks, to see them aw prance; 
I thought o' tne days when I was but fifteen, ' 
And skipp'd wi' the best upon Forbes's Green: 
Of aw things that is, I think thought is meast queer, 
it brings that that's by-past, and sets it down here; 
I see Willy as pbdn as I dui this bit leace, 
When be tuik his coat lappet, and dighted his fe$u;e. 

The lasses aw wonder'd what Willy cud see 

In yen that was dark and hard-featur'd leyke me; 

And they wonder'd ay mair, when they tsOk'd o' my wit. 

And slOy telt Willy, that cudn't be it ; 

But Wifly he laugh'd, and meade me his weyfe, 

And whea was mair hmpy thro' aw his lang leyfe ? 

It's e'^q my great comrort now Willy is geane. 

That he oS^ said nea place was like his ain heaiiie. 

I mind when I carried my work to yon steyle. 
Where Wijly was deykin, the teyme to b^uile^ 
He wad ning me 9 daisy to put V my breas^ 
And I hammer'd my aoddle to mek out a jest : 
But merry or grave, Willy often wt^d tell. 
There was nane o' the leave that w^ like my awn sel; 
And he spak what he thought^ for Vd hardly iA plack» 
When we married, aiid only ae gown to my back 
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When the clock had struck &^t, I expected him beame. 

And wheyles went to meet him, as far as Dumleane ; 

Of aw hours it telt, eight was dearest to me. 

But now when it stre^es, tliere's a tear i' my e*e. 

O, Willy I dear Willy ! It never can be. 

That age, time, or death, can dividp thee and me; 

For that spot on the earth, that's aye dearest to me^ 

Is the turi that has covar'd my Willy frae me. 



«v^^«^4%%%< 



.V 



MATTY. 

WILBOK. 

While Phoebus reposes in Thetis's bosom. 
While white tiuro' die branches tfaemoonli^ is seen; 

Here, lonely, I rove, near the old hawthorn's blossom. 
To meet with my Matty, and stray o^eir die green. 

Nor hardship, nor care, now my bosom harasses,' 
My moments from fame and its nonsense are free; 

Ambition I leave to the Iblly of asses, 
Fx>r Matty is Same and amotion to rae. 

The great may exclaim, and with* fury enclose me; 

But. fools, or the rabble, shall growl now in vain: 
Their madness, thehr malice shall ne'er discompose me. 

Since Matty commends and delights in my strain. 

And kind is the lovely, the charming young creature; 

Sweet beauty and innocence smile in her cheek : 
In raptures I wander, and gaze o'er each feature, 

My bosom unal^e its transports to speak. 

When lock'd arm in arm we retire from the city, 
To stray through the meadow or shadowy grove. 

How oft do I wsJlc her compassion and pity. 
While telling some tale ot unfortunate love. 
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Her iixnocent answers delight me to hear ikem. 
For art or dissembling to her are unknown: 

And &ilse protestations she knovs not to fear them» 
Bat thinks that eac^ heart is as kind as her own. 

And lives there a villain, who, bom to dissemble. 
Would dare an attempt to dishonour her fame ; 

May blackest confusion, surrounding, assemble, 
And bury the wretch in distraction and shame. 

Yepow'rs ! Be my task to protect and behold her. 
To wander delighted with her all the day ; 

When sadness dejects, in my arms to enfold her. 
And kiss, in solt raptures, her sorrows away. 

But hush! who comes yonder? 'tis Matty my dearest: 
The moon how it brightens, while she treads the plain I 

I'll welcome my beautiful nymph by the nearest. 
And pour my whole soul in ner bosom again. 



9 
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THE FLOWR O' DUMBLANE. 

TANNAHILL. 

The sun has gane down o'er the lofty Benlomond^ 

And left the red clouds to preside o^er the scene, 
While lanely I stray in the calm summer ^oamin. 

To muse on sweet Jessie, the flower o' Dumblane. 
How sweet is the brier, wi* its saft fauldin blossom ! 

And sweet is the birk, wi' its mantle o' green ; 
Yet sweeter and fairer, and dear to this bosom. 

Is lovely young Jessie, the flow'r o' Dumblane. 

She's modest as onie, and blythe as she*s bonnie; 

Fdr guileless Simplicity marks her it's sun; 
And far be the villain, divested of feeling, 

Wha'd blidit inite bloom, the sweet flow'r o' Dumblane# 

Vol. I. tr 
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Sing on, thou sweet mavis, thy hymn to the e'ening^ ' 
^ou*rt dear to the echos of Calderwood glen; 

Sae dear to this bosom, sae artless and winniog. 
Is charming young Jessie, the flow'r o' Dumblanek 

How lost were mv davs till I met wi' my Jesne» 

The sports o' tne city seem'd foolish and vain; 
I ne'er saw a nymph I would ca' my dear lassie, 

Till charm'd wi sweet Jessie, theflow'rof Dumblane. 
Though mine were the station o' loftiest grandeur. 

Amidst its profusion I*d languish in pain, 
And reckon as naething the hdght o* its sj^endour^ 

If wanting sweet Jessie^ the ^w'r o' Dumblane* 



HIE BONNIE LASSIE. 

Hie bonnie lassie blink over the burn^ 
And if your flocks wander I'll gie them a tuni; 
Sae happy as we'll be on yonder green shade* 
If ye'll be my dawtie, and sit in my plaid. 

A ewe and twa lammies is a' my hale stock. 
But I'll sell a lammie out o' my wee flock, 
To buy thee a head-lace sae bonnie and braid^ 
If ye'll be my dawtie, and sit in my plaid. 

I hae a wee whittle made me a trout cree!^ 
And O that wee whittle I liked it weel; 
But I'll gie't to my lassie, and mair if I had* 
If she'll be my dawtie, and sit in my plaid. 

I hae little siller, but ae hauf year's fee; 
But if you will tak it, I'll gie't aw to thee. 
And then we'll be married^ and lye in ae bet^ 
If ye'll be my dawtie, and sit in my plaid. 
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KATE O' GOWRIE. 

Tune—" JjairUf/ DavieP 

When Katie was scarce out nineteen, 
O but she had twa coal-black een; 
A bonnier lass ye wadna seen» 

In a* the Carse o' Gowrie. 
Quite tir'd o^ livin' a^ his lane, 
Pate to her did his love explain. 
An' swore he'd be, were she his ain» 

The happiest lad m Gowrie. 

Quo' she, I winnaamarry thee. 
For a' the 'gear that ye can gie; 
Nor will I gang ae step ^jee. 
For B* t& ffowd o' Gowrie. 
My father wiU gie me twa kye; 
My mither's gaun some yam to dye; 
ru get a gown just like the sky, 
- Gif ril no gang to Gowrie. 

m^ dear H^de, say na sae. 

Ye little ken a heart that's wae; ' 
Hae there's my hand, hear me I pray. 

Sin' thoull no gang to Gowrie. 
Smce first I met thee at the shiel, s 
' My said to thee's been true and leal; 
The darkest night I fear nae deil, 

Warlod^ or witch, in Gowrie. 

1 fear nae want o' claise, nor nought, 
Sic dlly things my mind ne'er tai^t; 
I dream a' night, an' start about. 

An' wish for thee in Gowrie. 
I lo'e thee better, Kate, my dear. 
Than a' my rigs an' outgaun gear; 
Sit down by me, till ance I swear, 

Thou'rt worth the Carse o' Gowrie. 
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Syne on her mouth sweet kisses kid. 
Till blushes a* her cheeks o'er-spread ; 
She sigh'd, and in sail; whispers said^ 

O Pate tak me to Oowrie. 
Quo' he, let's to the auld fouk ^ngy 
Say what diey like, I'll bide their bang. 
And bide a night tho' beds be thrang* 

But I'll hae thee to Gowrie. 

The auld fouk s3me baith gied consent. 
The priest was ca'd, a' were content; 
And Katie never did repent. 

That she gaed hame to Oowrie. , 
For routh o' bonnie bairns had she^ 
Mair strappin' lads ye wadna see; , 
And her braw lasses bore the gree^ y 

Frae a' the rest o' Gowrie, 



OE'R THE MIST SHROUDED CLIFTS. 

BUBNS. 

Tune—" Banks cf the Devom,^* 

O'er the mist-shrouded clifts of the low mountain'stray^ 
ing, 

Where the wild winds of winter incessantly ravej 
What woes wring ray heart, while intently surveying 

The storm's gloomy path on the breast of the wave* 
Ye foam-crested billows allow me to wail. 

Ere ye toss me afar from my lov'd native shore I 
Where the flow'r wfaidh bloom'd ^w^ete^t m Coila's 
green vale. 

The pride of my bosom^ my Mary's no mo)^4 . 

No more by the bahks of the streamlet well wanoer. 
And smile at the moon's rimpled fSace in the wave; 

No more shall my arms Cling with fondness aronnd her, 
^~- "^e dew-drops of morning fall coid on her grave. 
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No more shall the soft thrill of love wann my breast^ 
. I haste with the storm to a far distant shore, 
Where unknown, uniamented, my ashes shall rest. 
And joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 



THE HIGHLAND PLAID. 

Lowland lassie, wilt thou go 

Where the hills are clad with snow, 

Where, beneath the icy steep. 

The hardy shepherd tends his sheep? 

Ill nor wae shall thee betide, 

When row'd within my Highland plaid. 

Soon the voice of cheerie Spring 
Will gar a' our {dantins ring ; 
Soon our bonnie heather braes 
Will put on their simmer claes ; 
On the mountain's sunnie side, 
We'll lean us on my Highland pisdd. 

When thg summer spreads the flow'rs^ 
BusKs the glens in l^oi^ bow'rs, 
Then we'll seek the caller shade. 
Lean us on the primrose bed; 
While the burning hours preside, 
I'll screen thee wi' my Highland plaid. 

Then we'll leave the sheep and goat, 
I will launch the bonnie boat. 
Skim the loch. in cantie glee. 
Rest the oars io pleasure thee; 
When chilly breezes sweep the tide, 
ll^ll hap thee wP my Highland plaid. 

V9 
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Lowland lads may dress mair fuse^ 
Woo in words mair saft than minei 
Lowland lads bae mair of art» ^ * 
A' mv boast's an honest hearty 
Whilk shall ever be toy pride, 
O Toyf thee in my Highland plaid! 

Bonnie lad yeVe been sae leal, 
My heart would break at our fareweel^ 
Lang your love has made me fain, 
' Take me — take me for your ain ! 
'Cross the Frith, away they glide. 
Young Donald and his LowUnd bride^ 



AULD ROBIN GRAY. 
Tune — ^ The Bridegroom greeUl 
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When the sheep are in the fauld, and the kyea' athamc;^ 
And a' the warld to sleep are gane ; 
The waes of my h.j8rt fa^in showers fraeniy ee, 
When my ^udeman lies sound by me. • 

Young Jamie loo'd me well, and he sought me for his 

bride. 
But saving a crown he had naediing beside; 
To mak' that crown a poand, my Jamie gaed to sea. 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 

He had nae been awa' a wedc but only twa. 

When my mither she fell sick, and the cow was stoun 

awa' ; 
My father brak' his arm, and my Jamie at the sea. 
And auld Robin Gray caine a courting me. 



ify flitber coudfta' work, and u^ jnithercoudna' spin, 
I toii'd di^ and night, but their bread I coudna' wm ; 
Auld Rob maintain'd them baith, and wi' tears in i^s ee, 
8ud, Jenavy for their aakes^ will ye marry me? 

My heart it said nay, I lookM for Jamie back; 
But the wind k blew high, and the ship it was a wreck. 
The ship it was a wreck, why ^Bdna Jenny die? 
And why do I live to say Wae's me? 

Auld Robin argued 8air;tho' my mither didna speak, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to break ; 
So I gied him my hand, tho' my heart was in the seay 
And auld Robin Gray is gudeman to me. 

I hadna been a wife a week but only four. 
When sitting sae mournfully at the door, 
I saw my Jamie's wrai^, for i coudna think it be, 
'Till he sai4> ^'"^ come back for to marry thee. 

isaff did we greet, and muckle did we say ; 
We took but ae kiss, and we txure ourselves away; 

1 wish I were dead, but I'm no like to die; 
And why do I live to say Wae's me? 

I eang like a ghsust, and carena to spin ; ^. 

t darena think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a sin; 
But ni do my best a guide wife to be. 
For auld. Roinn Gray is kind unto me* ^ 



THE DEATH OF AULD llOBW GRAY. 

The Summer it was smiling, all Nature round w^ gay. 
When J^snmy was attending on auld Robin Gray, 
For he was «ick at heart, and had liae friend beside. 
But only roe, poor Jenny, who newly was h]3 bride. 
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Ah ! Jenny, I shall die, he cried, as sure as I had Inrtfa, 
Then see my poor auld bones, I pray, laid decent in di6 

earth, 
And be a widow for my sake a twelve-month and a day^ 
And I will leave whate'er belangs to' auld Robin Gray. 

I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as I could. 
And shed a tear upon his grave, for he was very good; 
I took my rock all in my band, and in my cot I sigh'dy 
Oh wae is me, what shall I do, since poor auld Robin died. 
Search every part throughout the land, there's nane like 

me forlorn; 
Vm ready e*en to ban the day that ever I was bora ; 
For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah ! he is gone away; 
My father dead, my mother dead, and eke auld Robin 

Gray. 

I rose up with the morning sun, and spun till setting day^ 
And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd for Rob- 
in Gray; 
I did the duty of a wife, both kind and constant too : 
Let ev'ry one example take, and Jenny's plan pursue. 
I thou^t that Jamie he was dead, or he to me was lost, 
And aulhy fond and youthful love entirely was crost; 
I tried to sing, I tried to laugh, and pass the time away. 
For I had ne'er a friend alive bincc died auld Robiq 
Gray. 

At length the merry bdls rang round, I coudna, guess the^ 

cause. 
But Rodney was the man, they stud, who gain'd so much. 

applause; 
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me. 
And show'd apurse of golden ore, and said It is for diee. 
Auld Robin Gray I find is dead, and still your heart is, 

true, ' 
Then tdce me, Jenny, to your arms, and I will be sbtooi 
Mess John shall join us at the kirk, and v^e'll be biythe 

and gay; 
'i, consented, and replied, Adieu to Robin Gray. 
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SANDY FAR AWA 

Tune — ^ Ye banks and braes o' bonnie DoonP 

Draw near ye warWers wild, in wo 

Convene and aid my mournfu' strain: 
Thou wimpling stream in silence flow. 

While by the margin I complain. 
Ye gaudy flow*rs by Nature blown. 

Ye emblems o' tlie Summer braw, 
O hang your heads while I bemoan 

My true-love Sandy, far awa. 

Alas! frae Scotia's peacefu' shore. 

Where blooming first he caught my e'e-— ♦ 
Beyond the broad Atlantic's roar. 

He roams unknown, afar frae me. 
For ^im wi' grief my bosom's torn! 

For him my tears i|nnumber'd fa! 
In pensive wo, I wandering mourn 

My true-love Sandy, far awa. 

When, in the midnight silent hours, »• 

Bright Fancy's dreams around me rove> 
Conducting me ta Indian bowr's, 

Or cla^mg him in some wild grove^ 
O how with rapture him I hail ! , 

In bliss the sigh of love I draw I 
But soon, ah ! soon, I wake to wail 

My true-love Sandy, far awa! 

Oh Sandy, like a ^euting flower 

My weary days draw near a close; 
A victim soon of love's stroiig power^ 

ril veil my eyes in death's repose. 
But tho' afar frae thee I <lie» 

Obedient to the hesvooly 43B?f 
Thou'lt claim my last nd heaving sigb^ 

My true-love Sancfy, far awa ! 
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WALLER. 

Ah ! see, my love, how time resumes 
The glory which he lent these flowers; 

Though none should taste of their perfumes, 
Yet must they live but some few hours. 
Time what we forbear devours ! 

Had Helen, or th' Egyptian Queen, 
Been ne'er so thrifty of their graces. 

Those beauties must at length have been 
The spoil of age, which finds out faces^ 
In the most retired places. 

Should some malignant planet bring 
A barren drought, or ceaseless shower, - 

Upon the Autumn or the Spring, 
And spare us neither fruit nor flower. 
Winter would not stay an hour. 

Could the resolve of love's neglect 
Preserve you from the violation 

Of coming years, then more respect 
Were due to so divine a fashion. 
Nor would I indulge my passion. 



SAW YE NAE MY PEGGY. 

Saw ye nae my Peggy, 
Saw ye nae my Peggy, 
Saw ye nae my Peggy, 

•Coming o'er the lea? 
Sure a finer creature 
Ne'er was form'd by nature, 
9o complete each feature, 

iSo divine is she. 
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O how Peggy channs me; 
Every look still warms me; 
£very thought alarms me. 

Lest she love nae me. 
Peggy doth discover 
Nought but charms all over; 
Nature bids one love her, 

That's a law to me. 

Who would cease the lover. 
To become a rover? 
No! I'll ne'er give over. 

Till I happy be. 
For since love inspires me. 
As her beauty fires me, ^ i*.,. 

And her absence tires me. 

Nought can please but she. 

When I hope to gain her. 
Fate seems to detain her. 
Could I but obtain her, 

Happy would I be! 
I'll lie down before her. 
Bless, sigh, and adore her. 
With faint looks implore her, 

Till she pity me. 



LADY MARY ANN. 

O Lady Mary Ann look'd o'er the castle wa^, 
She saw three bonnie boys playing at the ba'. 
The youngest he was the flower amang them a'; 
My bonnie laddie's young but he's growing yet. 
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« O Father, O Father^ an' ye think it fit, ' 
We'll send him a 3rear to the coli^ y^; 
Well sew a green nhbon- round tiboot his hat. 
And that will let them ken he*s to marry yet. 

Lady Mary Ann was a flower in the dew. 
Sweet was its smell, and bonniei was its hue» 
And the langer that it blossomed,, the sweeter it grew; 
For the lily in the bud will be bonnier yet. 

Young Charlie Cochrane was the sprout of ^n aik, 
Bonnie, and blooming, and stra^ht was its make, 
The sun took delight to shine for its sfike, - 
And it will be the brag of the forest yet. ^ 

>^e simmer is gane, when the leaves they were green; 
And the days are awa that we hae seen; 
But far better days, I trust, will come again, 
F6r my bonnie young lad he's but growing yet. 
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MY DEARIE IF THOU DIE. 

CftAWFOBD. 

t 

LrOVE never more shall give me pai% 

My fancy's fix'd oh thee. 
Nor ever maid my heart shall gaiity 

My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy beauty doth such pleasure give. 

Thy love's so true to me. 
Without thee I can never live. 

My dearie if thou die. 

If fate shall tear thee from my breast^ 

How shall I lonely stray: 
In dreary dreams the night I'll waste. 

In sighs, the silent day. 
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I ne'er can so much Tirtue find. 

Nor such perfection see; 
TbetVfK^il- renounce all womankind) 

My Peggy, after thee. 

No new-blown beauty fires my heart. 

With Cupid's raving nuef 
But thine, which can 5u<£ sweets impart. 

Must all the world engage. 
Twas this, tha( like the morning sun^ 

Gave joy and life to m^ 
And when its destin'd day is done, 

With Peggy let me. die. 

Ye powers that smile on virtuous love,^ 

And in such pleasure share; ' ^. 

You who its faithful flames approve. 

With pity view the fair: 
Restore my Peggy's wonted charms. 

Those diarms so dear to me ! 
Oh! neverroh them frioiii these arms; 

I'm lost if Peggy die. 
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^HS>lark dried his dewy wings^ i' the suti,' ' ' 

Aboon the rigs o' barley, ' ** • , 

Whan a bonnie lad came to mywindow.bredd 

Wi' me to baud a parley: • . '^ ' 
Are ye sleeping, my bonnie, bonnie laa6. 

Or are ye waken I ferlie? 
Will ye rise and come to the faulds wi* me? 

Our ewes are bleating sairlie. 

First I pat cm my jupe sae green. 

An' kiltit my coaties rarely; 
Awa I gaed, but stockitigs or shoon, ^ 
Amang the dews sae pearlie. 
Vol. I. X 6 
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He played his hand 'maiig my lang hrown hair, 

An' kittled my white dieek fairlie, 
mi his een o'er-brimm*d wi' kin', km' luir% 

An' indeed I pitied him saiiiy. 

The sun it raise an' better raise. 

An' owre the hills low'd rarely; 
The wee lark sang, and higher sang 

Aboon the bearded barley. 
We touzled sae lang on the sunny knowe side^ . 

Where the gowan heads hung pearli^ 
That the blui<&, bluidy tod had worried a' the fiuild» 

An' left my lad fii' barely. 



MY PEGGY AN* I. 

HOGG. 

Tune— « Paddy Whackr 

I HAE a wee wifie, an' I am her man. 

My Pesgy an' I, my Peggy an' I: 
We wagslethrough me as weel as we can. 

An' wha's sae happy as Peggy an' I ? 
We hae a wee lassie will keep up our line. 

My P^gy an' I, niy Peggy an^ 1; 
I'm sure she is hers, an' I think she is mine. 

An' wha's sae happy as Peggy an' I? 

We aftentimes dandle her upon our knee* 

My P^ggy an' I, my P^gy an' I; 
In ilka bit smile her dear mother I see, 

An' wha's sae happy as Peggy an' I? 
O lang may she live to our honour an' joy^ 

My Peg^ an' I, my P^;gy an' I; 
An' nae wicked fellow our darling decoy^ 

For wha's sae happy as Peggy m* I? 
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Though Veggy an' I hae fi£tle o^ gear,. 

My Peggy an* I, my teggy an* I; 
We're healthy an' handy, an' never need fear. 

For wha's sae happy as Peggy an I? 
We sleep a' the nignt, and we ply a' the day. 

My P^ggy ftn' I, my Peggy an* i; 
Baith vices an' fellies lie out o' our way. 

An' wha's sae happy as P^gy an' I? 

Contented we are in the highest degree. 

My Pmy an' I, my Peggy an* I; 
An' grat^' to him wha contentment can gie. 

An' wha's sae happy as Peggy an' I? 
Through life we will love» an' through life we will [Mray# 

My Pe^ an' I, my Peggy an' I; 
Then, sidie for sidie, we'llsleep i' the clay. 

An' wha's sae happy as Peggy an' I? 



SONO. 

O WARS ye at the pier o' Leith : 

Or came ye in by ^fiannochie ! 
Cross'd ye at the boat o' Craig? 

Saw ye the lad that courted me? 
Wi' short hose and belted plaidie, 

Gartens tied below his knee; 
O be was a boniiie lad. 

The blythe lad wha courted me« 

Weary fa' tbe lai^ yellow^ broom, 

Gard me gang kilted tor the knee! 
May the sIedue.Urd ne'er build a nest^' 

That sang to see the hawk wi' me. 
Sae sweet's we kiss'c^ and kiss'd again^ 

An' ay he said he wad constant be; 
But the blume has come, and the blume has gane^ 

An', a& I he's ne'er come Jaack to me. 
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THE BRAES OF BALLAHUN. 

OONNINGHAM. 

Tune— « JRoslin Castle.'' 

Now smiling summer'B balmy breeze^ 
Soft whispering, fans the leafy trees: 
The linnet greets the rosy morn, 
8weet) in yon flagrant flowery thorn; 
The bee hums round the woodbine bower, 
Collecting sweets from every flower; 
And pure the crystal streamlets run 
Amongst the braes of Ballahun^ 

blissful daysj for ever fled. 
When wand'ring wild as Fancy led, 
t rangM the bushy bosomM glen. 
The scrosgie shaw, the rugged linn. 

And marked each bloomingnawthom busily 
Where nestling sat the speckled thrush; 
Or careless roaming, wandered on. 
Amongst the braes of Ballahun. 

Why starts the tear, y^hy bursts the si^, 
When hills and dales rebound with joy? 
The flowery glen and lilied lee 
In vain display their diarms to m^* 

1 joyless roam the heathy waste, 

To sooth this sad, this troubled breast; 
And seek the haunts of men to shun 
Amongst the braes of Ballahun. 

The virgin blush of lovely youth, 
The angel smile of artless truth, 
I'his breast illumM with heavenly joy, 
Which lyart time can ne*er destroy : 
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O Julia dear ! — ^the parting look. 
The sad farewell we' sorrbwing took. 
Still haunt me as I stray alone 
Among the brflbs of Ballahun. 
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THE GRAY COCK. 

Pll cHp, quo' she, your lang gray Yfiagt 

An' pouk voilr rosy kame> 
If ye daur tas the say mem star^ 

For the morning^ ruddie learn ! 
But if ye craw na tifl the day, 

ril mak your bank o' silk. 
An' ye shall pick o' the red cherries^ 

An' drink the reeking milk ! 

Flee up, flee up my bonnie gray cock. 

An* craw whan it is day; 
An' ril mak ye a kame o' the bonnie beaten gowd^ 

An' yere wings o' the siller gray ! 
But fause, fause proVd the bonnie gray cock, 

An hour owre soon crew he; 
He clappit his wii^ owrc the auld guidwife. 

An' afl angry wife raise she. 

What's that, quo' she, at our door latch? 

Is it some limmer loun ? 
Na, mither, it is the pauky tod. 

That howls again the moon. 
What step is that by^wir ha' en', 

WhUk treads sae light o' spauld? „ - V 

O mither it is the herd laddie, 

Gaun by to look the fauld. 

A 3 



246 lovE soKas* 

ALAKE FOR THE LASSIE ! 

AiB — ^ Logie o* Budkan?* 

Alakis for the lassie ! she's no right at a*. 
That loes a dear laddie, an' he rar awa; 
But the lassie has muckle inair cause to complain^ 
That loes a dear lad, when she's no lo'ed again* 

The fair was just comin' j my heart it grew fain 
To see my dear laddie, to see him again*; 
My heart it grew fain, an' lap light at the thought 
Of milkin' the ewes my dear Jamie wad bught. 

The bonnie gray mom scarce had open'd her e'e. 
When we set to the gate a', wi' nae little glee ; 
I w^s blythe, but my mind afl misgae me right sair, 
For I hadna seen Jamie for five months and mair. 

r the hirin' right soon li^ deltf Jamie 1 saw; 
I saw na ane like him^ sae bonnie an' iM'aw; 
X watch'd and bald near him, his motion to see. 
In hopes ay to catch a kind glance o' his e'e. 

He never wad see me in onie ae place: 
At length I gaed up an' just smil'd in his face, 
I wonder ay yet my heart brak na in twa; 
He just said, ^* How ir ye?" an' steppit awa. 

My neibor lads strave to entice me awa 

They roos'd me, and bight me ilk thing that was braw; 

But I hatit them a', an' I hatit the fair, 

For Jamie's behaviour had wounded me sair* 

His heart was sae leel, an' his manners sae kind I 
He's someway gane wrang, he may alter his nnnd; 
An' sude he do sae, he's be welcome to me; 
ire I can never like ony but hct 
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LORD EGLINTOlsrs AULD MAN- 

HOGG. 

The auld gudeman came hame at night, 

Sair wearied wi' the way; 
His looks were like an evening bright> 

His hair was siller gray. 
He spak o' days lang past and gane. 
When life beat high in every vein ; 
When he was foremo^ on the plain 

On every blythsome day. 

** Then bly thly blushM the momin* dawn, . 

An' gay the gloamin^ fell; 
For sweet content led ay the van, 

An' soothM the passions welt; 
Till wounded by a gilded dart. 
When Jeanie^s een subdued my heart> 
I cherisAi^d ay the pleasing smart,—- 

Mair sweet than I can tell. 

We had oiu* griefs, we had our joys. 

In life!s uneasy way : 
We nourish'd \drtuou8 girls an' boys. 

That now are far away^ 
An' she, my best, my dearest part. 
The sharer o' each joy an* smart, 
Each, wish and weaioiess 0^ my heart.. 

Lies mould'rin' in the clay. 

Tke life o' man's a winter day: 

Look bad(, 'tis gone as soon: 
But yet his pleasures halve the way, 

An' Ay More 'tis noon. 
But conscious virtue still maintmni 
The honest heart through toils an' pains^ 
An' hope o* better days remains, 

An' bauds the heart aboon." 
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SOLDIER'S SONG ON THE EVE OF A BATTLE. 

WALTEE SCOTT, E^Q. 

The heath this night inust be my bed. 
The bracken curtains for my head, 
My lullaby the warder's tread, 
Far, far from love and thee, Mary; 

To-morrow eve, more stilly laid. 
My couch may be my bloody plaid. 
My vesper song, thy wail, sweet maid ! 
It will not wauken me, Mary ! 

I may not, dare not, fancy now. 
The grief that clouds thy lovely brow; 
I dare not think upon thy vow. 
And all it promis'd me, Mary ! 

No fond regret must Norman know; 

When bursts clan Alpine on the foe. 

His heart must be like bended bow. 

His foot tike arrow free, Mary! 

A time will come with feeling fraught-— 
For, if I fall in battle fought. 
Thy hapless lover's dying thought. 
Shall be a thought on thee, Mary ! 

And if retum'd from conqner'd foes. 
How blithely will the evening close^ 
How sweet the linnet sing repose. 
To my young bride and m^, Mary! 



LAMENT FOR JULIA. 

CUNNINGHAM. 

AiB-.« Mr. Pike^i ScoU Measured 

AuLD lucky sat foment the blecze. 
An' fuft her cutty up the lum ; 

An' sair she strave nw heart to heezc,— ' 
A dowie heart o' blythness tooml 
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** Gae fill the chappin stoup,'* quo* the, 

** An' tak a joy inspirih' waught; 
A canty skatr o* nappy bree 

Aft cheers a heart wi' sorrow fnui^t. 

Come, gie's the Birks o' Inoermay, 

Or WabOer WUUt^t Wiufii aaUdt 
Bauld Maachlin Robin's Duncan Oray^ 

Or Allan's Waukmg o* the FauUL** 
** I downa sing ye Dmcan Gray; 

My bumin' heart o* dule's sae fa% 
It wadna lilt, though brilnt wi' 

The nappiest yill that ye ctide brew. 

For, rioting on richest woe^ 

My joyleas soul in secret weeps 
O'er the green 6od> where, mouldering low^ 

My loird, kny lovely Julia sleeps. 
Fell ruthless fae ! thy wanton .dart 

A ruefu^ errand sped ^wav^ 
An' quiver'd in the Kindest heart 

That ever throb'd for others wae. 

Aye thou hast closM the brightest e'en. 

An' blighted far the sweetest charms, 
That ever I*throu^h life hae seen, 

Or ever fauldit m my arms, 
m tak the pipe I wont to blaw. 

It ance was ripe o' birken buds. 
An* ru be gaun, an* hand awa 

To see my lov'd, my native woods. 

An' on the banks o' bonnie Nitb, 

The lanely banks I lo'e sae dear, 
ni mourn my JuUa'i timeless death 

As lang as I can irap a tear. 
An' 9s I range the woodlands through. 

An' roam the dusk^^ells amang. 
The tunefu' sons o' ilka bough 

Will learn my sorrow-teeming sang." "* 
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THE CAPTIVE MANIAC 

WALTER SCOTTy £8Q. 

They bid me sleep, thej bid me pray> 

They say my heart is warp'd and wrung—' 
I cannot sleep on Highland brae; 

I cannot pray in Highland tongue. 
But were I now where Allan glidte^ 
Or heard my native Devon's tide». 
So sweetly would I rest and pray 
That heaven would close my wintry day ! 

T 

'Twas thus my Hair they bade me braid. 
They bade me to tiie church repur> 

It was my bridal mom they saidy 
And my true love would meet metbefe. 

But woe betide the cruel guile. 

That drown'd in blood, the morning srtile ? 

And woe betide the fairy dream ! 

I only wak'd to^ sob and scream. 



BLYTHE AN' CHEERY! 
TiTNE — '^ Blythe, Utfthe^ an* merry tuas they 

On Ettrick clear there grows a brier. 

An' monie a bonnie bloomin' shaw; 
But P^g/is grown the fairest flbwfer 

The braes o' Ettrick ever saw. 
Her cheek is like the woodland rose ; 

Her c'e the violet set wi* dew; 
The lily's fair without compare. 

Yet in her bosom tines its hue.> 

Had I her haroe at my wee house. 
That stands aneath yon ihountain higb^ 

To help me wi' the kye an' ewes. 
An* in my arms at e'ening lie; 



X«OVE SONGS. 2^1 



O we blythel an' O sae cheery ! 

O sae happy we wad be ! 
The lammie to the ewe is dear» 

But Peggy's dearer far to me. 



THE CAPnVE HUNTSMAN. 

WALTEB SCOTT, ESQ. 

Mt hawk is tir'd of perch and hood. 
My idle greyhound loathes his food. 
My horse is weanr of his stall. 
And I am sick of captive thrsJU 
I wish I were as I have been. 
Hunting the hart in forests green, 
With bended bow and bloocUiound free, 
For that's the lifis is meet for me. 

I hate to learn the ebb of time. 
From yon dull steeple's drowsy chime, 
•Or mark it as the sunbeams crawl. 
Inch after inch, along the wall. 
The lark was wont my matin ring. 
The sable rook my vespers sing ; 
These towen, although a king's they be. 
Have not a (lall of joy for me. 

Na more at dawning mom I rise. 
And &un myself in Ellen's eyes. 
Drive the fleet deer the forest through, 
And homeward wend with evening dew 
A blithesome welcome blithely meet, 
And lay my trophies at her feet. 
While fled the eve on wing of glee-^ 
That life is lost to love and me* 
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TO MISS JANE 

HOGG. 

Tune — ** Amiston House** 

I WASNA sae soon to my bed yestreen; 

What aiPd me I never could close an e*e ? 
Was't Chalmer's sherry that thrilPd ilka yein ? 

Or glamour yon gypsie has thrown upon me? 
Ym certain twa een as bright I hae seen ; 

An' every perfection in every d^ee ; 
Can naebody sing like Jeanie yestreen^ 

That sleep's sae completely departed frae me ! 

It isna her een, where modesty beams. 

Where sense an' good nature apparent we see 
'Tis her sweet cherry lips, and her delicate form. 

Have left an impression where it shouldna be. 
No, that's not the thing: 'tis an elegant ease 

Attending ilk action, though ever sae wee; 
An' her sweet heavenly voice, sae to melody tunM, 

It will ring in my higs till die day diat I dee. 

It isna her een sae bonnie an' blue. 

Nor nae single beauty astonishes me; 
But the hale o' the lassie arises to view. 

As a model what womankind really may be. 
Your love in a present I wadna receive, 

It wad mar sic a pure an' agreeable dream ; 
But only, if you think it prudent to give, 

A shepherd, dear Jeany, entreats your esteem. 



THE MILK MAID, OR THE FIRST O? MAY. 

» a. BLOOMFIELI^. v^, ■ 

Hail May ! lovely May ! how replenish'dsiSy paili ! 
The young dffwn overspreads the East streaked with 
gold I 
My glad heart beats time to the laugh of the vales. 
And Colin's voice rings through the woods from the 
fold. 
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Hie wood to the mountain sabmiBsiTdy bcndsy 
Whose hlue misty summits first glow with the sun i 

See dience a gat train by the wild rill descends 
To join the glad sports:— hark I the tumult* s b^gan. 

Be cloudless, ye skies! — ^be my Colin but there, 
Not the dew-spangled bents on the wide level dale. 

Nor morning's first blush can more lovely appear 
Than his looks, since my wishes I could not conceal. 

Swift down the mad dance, while Uest health prompts 
to move. 

We'll count joys to come, and exchange vows of truth; 
And haplv when age coob the transports of lovc^ 

Decry like good folks the vain pleasures of youth. 

No, no ; the remembrance shall ever be dear I 
Love never with Innocence ceases to charm ; 

It is transport in youth — and it smiles through the tear, 
When they feel, in their children, its first soft alarm. 



%^<%%^>^i»%%» 



THERE'S NANE O* THEM A' LIKE MY BON[^ 

LASSIE. 

Fll part wi' a' ere I part wP my lassie, 

ril part wi' a' ere I part wi' my lassie; 

The ladies o' Nithsdale are proud, high, and saucy. 

But there's nane o' them a' like my bonnie lassie. 

Her twa rosy lips are like kame^rappit hinney. 
Her twa laughinc een amang lads are uncanny ; 
Her links o' black hair owreher shouthers fa' bonnl^ 
An' whare's there a maiden like my bonnie Jeanie. 

White is the han' o' my mn bonnie lassie. 
Leal is her heart fu' o' kindness xH^ lassie; 
Yestreen i' my arms how she drappit fu' gawde; 
m ay be ye're ain, quo my bonme young lassie* 
Vol. L Y 6 
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She has aae g]ade mailens to hand her ay easy. 
Nor peariins nor gowd to make her look gawcie; 
She has nae hraw daes for to shine i* the causie. 
But there's n^e o' them a' like my bomiie 



My friends they are proud, an' my mitber is saucy. 
My auld auntie taks ay the crown o' the causie ; 
But here's m^ Jean's faeaTth i' the siller-lipped tassie ! 
m iwrt wi' tbera a' ere I part wi' my lassie. 

Frae the cot to the faulding I foUow'd my lassie. 
To kirk an' to market I gang wi' ray lassie ; 
Up the warlodc glen, down the bo^e causie. 
An' tlH*o' tf the warld Fd follow my lassie. . 

rU part wi' a' ere I part wi' my lassie, 
I'll part wi* a* ere I part wi' my lasrie, 
I'll tak wi' ny anntie the crown o' the causie. 
An' shaw me the lad wha will hae sic a lassie. 



BONNIE JEAN. 

HOGG. 

XuHK— " Prince WiUiam Henrt^z D^W* 

^iNG OB, sing on, my bonnie bird. 

The sang ye sang yestreen, O, 
When here, aneath the hawthorn wild, 

I met mv bonnie Jean, O. 
My blude ran prinklln through my veins. 

My hair began to steer, O ; 
My heart play'd deep against my breast ! 

As I beheld my dear, O. 

O weels me on my happy lot i 

O weels me on my dearie ! 
Q weeb me on the charmin' spot, 

Wh«re a' combin'd to cheer ttib 
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The mavis liltit on the bush, 
The lavrock on the green, O ; 

The IHy bloomM, the daisy blush'd, 
But a' was aought to Jean, O. 

Sing on, sing on, my bonnie thrush. 

Be neither fle^d nor eerie ; 
ril wad your lore sits in the bush. 

That gars ye sing sae cheerie: 
jShe may be kind she may be sweet. 

She may be neat an* dean, O; 
But O she's but a drysome mate. 

Compared wi' bonnie Jean, O, ' 

If love wad open a' her stores, 

An' a' her bloomin' treasures, 
An' bid me rise, an' turn an' choose. 

An' taste her chiefi^t pleasures ; 
My choice wad be die rosy cheek, 

The modest beamm' eye, O ; 
The yellow hair, the bosom fair. 

The lips o' coral dye, O. 

A bramble shade around her head, 

A bumie po^n' by, O ; 
Our bed the swaird, our sheet the plaid. 

Our canopy the sky, O. 
An' her^s the burn, an' there's the bush 

Around the flowrie green, O ; 
An' this the plaid, an' sure the lass 

Wad be my bonnie Jean, O. 

Hear me, thou bonnie modest moon ! 

Ye starnies twinklin' high, Q ! 
An' a' ye gentle powers abooo, 

That roam athwart the sky, O ! 
To see me gratefu' for the past, 

Ye saw me blest yestreen, O; 
An' ever till I breathe my last 

Ye'II see me true to Jean, 0« 
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TOJtfORROW. 

A BANKkupT in trade, fortune frowning on shore. 

All lost, save my spirit and honour; 
No choice bein^ lefl but to take to the oar, 

Fve engag'd m the Mars, Captain Connor. 

But though the winds call me^ some few words to say 

To Polly, these moments I borrow ; 
For sorely she'll grieve that I leave herto day, 

And must sail on the salt seas to-morrow. 

Nay, weep not ; tho' Fortune her smile now denies. 

Time may soften the gipsy's displeasure ; 
Perhaps she may throw m my way some rich prize, • 

And send me home loaded with treasure. 
. • 

If so luckv. Oh ! dottbt not,, without more dday. 

Will I hasten to banish your sorrow ; 
And brin^ back a heart whidi adores you to-day. 

And will love you as dearly to-morrow. 

But ah ! the fond hopes may prove faithless and vur. 
Which my bosom now 'ventures to cherish; 

In some penlous fight I may haply be slain. 
Or, 'wbdmM in the ocean,^ may perish. 

Shou'd s\ich be the fate of poor Tom, deign to pay 

To his loss a fit tribute of sorrow ; 
And sometimes remember our parting to-day. 

Should a wave be my coffia tonnoncow.. 



COLLIER LADpm. 

Whare live ye, my bonnie lass. 
And tell me what they ca' ye. 

My name, she i«p, is Mistress Jean, 
And I follow tae C(rfHer laddie^ 
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Seeve not yon h^ and dale» ^ 

The sun shines on sae brawlie ! 
'they a' are mine, and tbev shall be diine» 

Gin ye'll leave your Collier laddie. 

Ye shall gang in gay attire. 

Wed tusket up sae gaudy ; 
And ane to wait on every hand 

Gin ye'll leave your Collier laddie. . 

Though ye had a' the sun shines on, 

And tne earth conceals sae lowly; 
I wad turn my back on you andjt a** 

And embrace my Coluef laddie. ^ 

I can win my five pennies in a day, 

And spen't at night fu' brawlie : 
And make my bed in the Colljer's nook. 

And lie down wi*^ my Collier laddie. 

Love for love is the bargain for me^ 
Though the wee cot home should hand mc^ 

And the world before me to win my breads 
And fair fa' thy Collier'laddie. 
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NO ROSES FROM THE FIELD I SEEK* 

F£T£It FIMDAB, ESQ. 

No roses from the field I seek. 
While brightei* bloom on Jeanie's ched^, 
Nor wish the honied juice to sip, 
While richer nectar loads her lip.^ 

Let rude December swell the storm. 
And nature's beauteous robes deform : 
•The shivering vale with torrents drowD^ 

I fed no Winter-- but her &oim$ 
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Unheeded mounto the orb of day. 
And scatters wide the {^Iden ray; 
Whilst she, my moments can b^uile^ 
I know no Summer — but her snule. 

Then let me not desert my Love, 
And madly from her bcaoty rove, 
Who, when I clasp her peerless charms. 
Contain a world within my arms. 

SONG. 

FALCONER. 

The smiling plains prcrfiisely gay. 
Are drest in all the pride of May ; 
The birds on every spray above. 
To rapture wake the vocal grove; 
But, ah ! -Miranda, without thee. 
Nor spring nor summer smil^ on me^ 
All lonely in the secret shade 
I mourn tby absence^ charming maid ! 

O soft as love ! as honour fair ! 
Serenely sweet as vernal air J 
Come to my arms; for thou alone 
Canst all my absence past atone. 
O come! and to my bleeding heart 
The sovereign balm of love impart; 
Thy presence lasting joy shall oring» 
And give the year eternal spring. 



CORIN*S PROFESSION. 

(ETE& nNDABi E8Q. 

Now, Joan, we are married — and now let me wy, 
Tho' both are in youth, jet that vouth will decay : 
In our journey through life, my dear Joan, I tuppofte. 
We shall oft meet a bramble — and soroedmet a rote I 

When a cloud on this forehead shall daricen my day^ 
Thy sunshine of sweetness must smile it away ; 
And when the dull vapour shall dwjeli upon thine^ 
To chase It th^ labour and triumph be mine. 

Thou shalt milk bur one cow, and if fortune pursue, 
In. good time with herblessine, my Joan shall milk two: 
^. I will till our small field, while my prattle and song 
Shall charm as I drive the bright ploughshare along. 

When finish'd the day, by the fire we'll regale, 
And treat our good' neighbours at eve with our ale; 
For, Joan, who could wish for self only to live? 
One blessing of life, my dear girl, is to give ! 

E'en the redbreast and wren shall not seek us in vain. 
While thou hast a crumb, or thy Corin a crain : 
Not only their songs will they pour fl-om the grove, 
But yield, by example, sweet lessons of love ! 

Tho' thy beauty must fade, vet thy youth I'll remember; 
That thy May was my own, when thou shewest December; 
And when age to my head shall his winter impart, 
The summer of love shall repose in my heart. 



JOHNNY'S GRAY BREEK8. 

When I was in my se'nteen year, 
I was baith blythe and bonnie, O ; 

The lads loe'd me baith fisur and near, 
But I loe'd nane but Johnny, O : 
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He gain'd my heart iti twa three weeks. 
He spake sae blythe and kindly, O ; 

And I made him new gray breeks, 
That fitted him most finely, O. 

He was a handsome fellow ; 

His humour was baith frank and firee; 
His bonnie locks sae yellow, 

Like gowd they glittered in my e'e : 
His dimpled chin and rosy cheeks, 

And face sae fair and ruddy, O; 
And then a^ys his gray bredu. 

Were neither auld nor duddy» O. 

But now they're threadbare worn. 

They're wider than they wont to be ; 
They're ta^ed like and sair torn. 

And clouted upon ilka knee. 
But gin I had a simmer's day. 

As I hae had right mony, O, 
rd make a web o* new gray. 

To be foreekd to my Johnny, 0« 

. For he's wed wordy o* them. 

And better gm I had to gie; 
And I'll tak pains upo' them, 

Frae faults I'U strive to keep them firee. 
To deed faJm wed shall be my care. 

To please him a' my study, O; 
But he maun wear the auld pair 

A wee, though they beduddy, O. 

Now to conclude — ^his gray Iweeks, 
Come sing them 19 w? mirth an* glee; 

Here's luck to a' the gray steeks. 
That show themsdb upo' the knee t 



LOVE SONGS* 2^1 

They've stood the stowre o' thretty y^fff, 
Yet aye they're gawsie in my e'e; " 

And .he wha wears them's doubly dear. 
Though now his back be bent awee. 

For when the lad was in his prime» 

Like him there wasna mony, O. 
He ca'd me ay his bonnie thing, 

Sae wha wadna loe Johqny, O ? 
So I loe Johnny's gray breeks. 

For a' the care they've gi'en me yet, 
And gin we live anither year. 

We'll mak' them hale between us yet. 



WHEN ONCE BY THE CLEAR GLIDING 

STREAM. 

When once by the clear gliding stream 

I carelessly counted my sheep 
Ev-ry subject afforded a theme, 

Ev'ry murmur invited to sleep; 

But a maid has appear'd on the plain. 
And her charms have bewilder'd my sense, 

I dare not give breath to my pain, 
For I tremble to give her o^nce. 

All the shepherds remark how I change. 

That anxiety lives in mine eye^ 
That the woodlands no longer I range. 

That my pipe is thrown heedlessly by. 

Ah ! what are the woodlands to me, 

Unadorn'd by the maid I adore; 
Ah ! what would I give could I see, 

With s'dch eyes as I saw them before. 
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The 8heq> once I boatted for mine, 
Now rove and I cannot tell where, 

And the stream, where I lovM to recline, 
With its murmur no more charms mine ear. 

But mv pipe, that's been idle so long, 
Shul oe vocal once more to her praise, 

For her name, that would grace any song. 
Is too sacred to live in my lays. 



^i»»»^»%^«W» 



HER BONNIE BLACK E'E. 

AIR—** Saw ye my wee things* 

On the banks o' the bum, while I pensively wander, 
The mavis sings sweetly, unheeded by me; 

I think on my lassie, her gentle mild nature ; 
I think on the emile o' ner bonnie black e'e. 

When heavy the rain fa's, an' loud, loUd, the win, blaws, 
An' simmer's gay cleedin' drives fast frae the tree; 

I heedna the win' nor the rain, when I think on 
The kind, lovely smile o' my lassie's black e'e. 

When swift as ihe hawk, in the storing l^yember, 
The cauld Norlan' win' ca's the drin: o'^r the lea; 

Though bidin' its blast on the side o' the mountain^ 
I think on the smile o' her bonnie black e'e. 

When braw at a weddin' I see the fine }a$ses. 
Though a' neat an' bonnie, they're naething to me; 

I sigh and sit dowie, regardless what passes. 
When I miss the smile o' her bonnie bladk e'e. 

4 

When thin twinklin' starnies announce thegrey glotfmin'; 

When a' round the ingle's sae cheerie to see I 
Then music delisbtfu', saft on the heart stealin', . 

Mmds me o' Uie smile o' her bonnie blKck e'e. 



\ 
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When jokin' an* laughin', the lave they are merry. 
Though absent my heart, like the lave I maun be; 

Sometimes I laugh wi* them, but aft I turn dowie, 
An* think on the smile o* my lassie's black e'e. 

Her lovely fair form frae my mind's awa never ; 

She's dearjer than a' this hale warld to me; 
An' this is my wish, may I leave it, if ever 

She row on anither her love-beaming e'e. 



♦***%%%%*%♦% 



POOR NEGRO WOMAN, ULALEE. 

My cruel love to danger go. 
No think of pain he give to me; 

Too soon me fear like grief to know. 
As broke the heart of UWee. 
Poor Negro Woman, Ulalee! 

Poor soul to see her hang her head 
All day beneath the cypress tree; 

And still 3he sings, ** my love be d«id" 

The husbiind of poor Ulalee. 
Poor Negro Woman, Ulalee! 

My love be kill'dl How sweet he smil'd ! 

His smile. again me never see; 
Unless me see it in the child 

That he have left poor Ulalee. 
Poor Negro Woman, Ulalee! 

My baby to my breast I fold, 
. But little warmth, poor boy ! have he; 
His Other's death make all so cold 
About the heart of Ulalee. 
Poor N€gro Woman, Ulalee ! 
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MY DEAR LITTLE JEANY. 

HOGG. 

AiB— *' Lack o' GowdJ^ 

^ My dear little Jeany, what maks ye sae shy 
An' saucy wi'' Charley, whase horses an' kye 
Gang wide on the meadow, his ewes on the lee? 
An' where will you see sic a laddie as he?" 
** Ah ! father, if ye kend him as weel as I, 
How ye wad despise him, his ewes an' his kye! 
Whene'er we're our lane, on the meadow or hill. 
Ilk word an' ilk action is tendin' to ill. 

But Jamie's sae modest, that him I maun roose; 
He'll beg for a kiss, which I canna refuse : 
He ne'er gies a look that a lassie needs fear. 
Nor yet savs a word but the warld may hear. 
I ken my dear father, ye like me sae weel, 
That naething frae you I can ever conceal : 
Young Charley is handsome, and gallant to see; 
But Jamie, though poorer, is dearer to me." 

" My sweet little Jeany ! the pride o' my age! 
Oh, how Fm delighted to hear you sae sage! 
The forward, who maks the young maidep his prey. 
Is often carest, and the good sent away. 
I like ye, my Jeatiy, as dear as my life; 
Ye've been a kind daughter, sae will ye a wife. 
Then gree wi' your Jamie when he comes again ; 
From this time I'll count him a son o' my ain." 



LOVE'S LIKE A DIZZINESS. 

' HOGG. 

Tune— ^' TaMifi WedSngP 

I LATELY liy'd in quiet case, 
An* never wish'd to marry, 0; 

But when I saw my P^gy's face, 
I felt a sad quandary, O. 
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Though wild as ony Athol deer. 

She has trapanM me fairly, O ; 
Her cherry cheeks, an' een sae clear. 

Harass me late an' early, 0. 

O! love/ love! laddie. 

Low^s like a dizdneu/ 
It toinna let a puir body 

Gang about his butinessf 

To tell my feats this single weds 

Wad mak a cmious diaiy, O : 
I drave my cart against a dyke. 

My horses in a miry, O : 
I wear my stockings white an' blue. 

My love's sae fierce an fiery, O : 
I drill the land that I should plow. 

An' plow the drills entirely, O. 

0/ lov^/ love/ ^c. 

Soon as the dawn had brought the day, 

I went to theek the stable, O; 
I coost my coat, an' pl/d away 

As fast as I was able, O. 
I wroi^ht a' morning out an' out 

As Fd been redding fire, O ; 
When I had done, and look'd about, 

Behold, it was the byre, 1 

0/ love/ love/ Sfc. 

Her wily glance HI ne'er forget; 

The dear, the lovely blinkm* o't. 
Has pierc'd me through an' through the heait. 

An* plagues me wi* the prinklin' o't, 
I try'd to sing, I try'd to pray, 

I trv'd to drown't wi' drinkin' o't : i 

I try'd wi* toil to drive't away. 

But ne'er can sleep for thinkin' o't. 

0/ love/ love/ 4^. 
Vol. I. Z - 6 
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Were Peggy's love to hire the join 

An' save my heart frae breakin', O, 
rd put a girdle round the globe, 

Or dive in Corryvrekin, 0; 
Or howk a grave at midnight darii 

In yonder vault sae eerie, O ; 
Or gang and spier for Mungo Park 

Through Africa sae dreary, O. 

O/ hveJ love/ 4*. 

Ye little ken yAmt pains I prove ! 

Or, how severe my plisky, O ! 
I swear I'm sairer dntnk wi' love 

Than e'er I y^h% wi' whisky, O ! 
For love has rak'd me fore an' aft, 

I scarce can lift a leggy, : 
I first grew dizzy, then gaed daft. 

An' now I'll dee for Peggy, Q. 

0/ love/ love/ ^c. 



SONG. 



AIKENSIDE. 



A SHAPE alone let others prizc^ 
The features of the Fair ; 

I look for spirit in her eyes. 
And meaning in her air: 

A damask cheek, an iv'ry arm, 
Could ne'er my wishes win ; 

Give me an animated form 
That speaks a mind within. 

A face where awful honour sfainef^ 
Where sense and sweetness move. 

And angel4nnocence refinetf 
The tenderness of love : 
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Thest are die force of beauty's charms, 

Without whose vital aid, 
Unfinish'd all her features seem. 

And all her roses dead* 

But ah ! where both these two unite, 

How perfect is the view ? 
With e^ery image- of delight, 

With griices ever new : 

With powV to sooth the greatest grief^ 

The wildest rage controul ; 
Diffusing wildness oV the l>row« 

And rapture through tb^ loul* 

Their po^er but faintly to express^ 

All language must despair ; ' 
But go, l^old my Mary's face. 

And read it penect there. 



SONG. 

MICHAEL WOODHAIX, ESQ. 

CotrLD ye guess,— for I ill can rqieat,* 
The sensation Fm destin'd to prove ; 

'Tis something than friendship moils sweety 
More passionate even than love. 

For ever when absent from yoy, 
Pale echo ratams my fond s^s; 

But when happly your beauties I ^w. 
On my lips the faint utterance dies. 

This the secret I had to betray. 
And the fi^ of my passion is suoli; • 

That in what I was prompted to say, 
Methinks I have utter'd too much. 
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THE JUDICIOUS CHOICE. 

A BEAUTIFUL face and a form withoat faulty 
Are not the attractions by which I am caught ; 
Good nature, good sense, and an honest tree mind. 
Are perfections in women to which Fm inclin'd. 

For a time beauty charms, but so certain is age. 
That who with a beauty alone would engage r 
Smce time spreads a veil o'er the brightest of eyes^ 
And a face is a flower that blossoms and dies. 

Then wantons begone, nor thus strive to decoy. 
Like syrens to temp^ and like s^ens destroy ; 
'Tis friendship and virtue I seek in a wife,^ 
Whom rd love and caress ev'xy day of my life* 



SONG. 

L. T. 

'Tis hard when summer clothes the year 

In nature's gayest dress. 
The vigorous morn of life to wear 

In stuiiy's dull recess. 

'Tis hard with an indignant breast, 

Betra/d by secret wiles, 
To meet the spoiler o£ks rest, 

And deck the brow in smiles. 

But oh ! 'tis harder to conceal 

A lover's pregnant sigh. 
And what the secret heart doth fed. 

To bid the cheek deny. 
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JOHNNY AND MARY. 

Down the burn and diro* the mead, 

Hb goldeo Ibcks wftv*d o'er hk brow, 
Johnny lildog, tun'd his reed. 

And Mary wip'd her bonnie men*: 
Dear she loeM the well known song^ 
While her Johnny 
Blithe and bonn^e^ 
Sung her praise the whole f^^y long* 

Dovm the bum and thrc^ the mead, 
Hit golden loch wa&d o*er hii brcwf 

Johnny UUmg tuf^d hii reed, 

And Mary wip*d her horime rno^. 

Costly claise she had but few ; 

Of rtpgs and jewels nae great store ; 
Her face was fair, her lore was true. 

And Johnny wisely wish'd no more : 
Love's the pearl the shqiherd's prize; 
O'er the mountain. 
Near the fountain. 
Love delights the shepherd's eyes. 

J)own the hum, ^c. 

Gold and titles g^ve not health. 

And Johnny cou'dna these impart; 
Youtbfii' Maiys greatest wealth 

Was still her mibSa* Mvmfn heart : 
Sweet the joutl^ lows find; 
GJSHSki iStm treasure, 
Sww^ the pleasure, 
Where the heart is always kind. 

Down the hum, S^e* 
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SONG. 

L. T. 

Let the lovesick boy, who dies 
If anger beam from Chloe's eyes, 
Bow before the iron rod 
Of the tyrant archer god; 
Who feeds with dreams of poisonM bowls 
The gloomy, dull, distemper'd souls 
Of wretched lovers, whp despair. 
Because a pee^i^h womiA'ti fair ! 

Be mine the little rosy boy. 
Whose only chains are chains of joy; 
Who dances on to Lydian measures, 
Surrounded by a troop of pleasures; 
Mutual wishes, soft desires. 
Such as merry May inspires. 
When in the twins the sun is glowing. 
And a fragrant zephyr blowing; 

And sometimes round his temples twine, 
A $^t steep'd in mighty wine : 
Butter let the snow-wmg'd dove 
Of sacred faith around him move; 
Letjionour be his constant friend* 
And secresy his steps attend. 
Let honour be his constant friend. 
And secresy his steps attend. 



THE NORTH COUNTRY LASS. 
Tune—" Langoleer 

There was a fsur maiden, her name it was Gillian, 
Her manners were sage tho' her carriage was free \ 

You scarcely would meet such a girl in a million,^ 
Her charms were the pride of me north countrie. 

All she said came so wittily. 

She dancM with such grace, and she chanted so prettily; 

Nor Madames of France, nor Signoras of Italy, 
^-"M. cope with thi« lass Qf the north countrie. 



LOVE 80MG8* 271 

Rich lords and fine gendemen crowded to woo her. 
Each begging her most humble servant to be; 

Some shew'd coach and horses, some proffier'd gold to her; 
Some clothes and fine jewels, most gorgeous to see. 

But, m vain all their brarry. 

She said flat and pliun, she saw thro' their knav'zy. 

And rather would pass her whole lifetime in slav'iy 
Than bring such disgrace on the north countrie. 

But going one day to the wood with young Roger, 
To gather sweet (k>sies for he and for she. 

Sly Cupid obseirM them, (a comical codger) 
And hid himself snug in a sycamore tree: 

Out he drew from his quiver 

A shaft that a heart made of marble would shiver ; 

He shot, there was none a poor maid to deliver. 
And down fell the lass ot the north countrie* 



THE RIVAL. 

L. T 

Oh! Celia, when thine eyes of light 
First broke on my enraptur'd sight, 
I swore the starry train of nigh( v 
Grew dim b^ore their briluancy : 

But when I found those orbs of day 
Did but thy fairer soul display. 
My heart became a willing prey. 
And sought a joyous slavery. 

The high renown that war do^ give. 
With ml ambition's sons receive, 
Are worthless to the smiles which live 
In circles of such witchery. 

Not all Napoleon's fortunes prove. 
Nor all Potosi's wealth should move 
To tempt me from the chains of love. 
From thee^ my soul's idolatify. 
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Bat tho' a death Vd g1ai% die. 
To chase the tear which mis thine eye. 
And bid the troop of sorrows fly 
Which dim its wonted briltiancy; 

rd rather see its magic light 
ObscurM in fate's eternal nighty 
Then see its potent influence bright 
Shine on another's rivalry. 

SONG. 



SHESroAN. 



Had I. a heart for falsehood fram'd, 

I ne'er could injure you : 
For tho' your tongue no promise blaim'd. 

Your charms should make me true. 
To you no soul shall bear deceit. 

No stranger ofler wrong ; 
But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet. 

And lovers in the young. 

But when they learn that you have blest 

Another with jour heart, 
They'll bid aspinng passion rest^ 

And act a brother's part. 
Then lady, dread not here deceit* 

Nor fear to suffer wrong : 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet. 

And brothers in the young. 

SONG. 

L. T. 

When by invading cares oppressed 
The drooping spirits tamely fly. 

And all the aopes which youm has dres&'d 
la fimcy's brightest coloun ^e i 
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When melancholy's surly power 
Weighs to despair the sinking heart. 

And the dull la^-pacing hour 
Seems residng never to depart; 

>8ay, what can bid the moments roll. 
Swift as. the wandering comet's glance^ 

Can wake to hope the feinting soul. 
And bid the rising spirits dsmce? 

What, but the smile of love and ypy 
That woman's dimpled check mscloses. 

And sparkles in her melting eye. 
And parts her lips of living roses ! 

What, but her voice, whose whisper gives 

In witching muac hopes of bliss; 
What, but the thrilling fire which lives 

In matchless woman's yielding kiss? 



SONG. 



cox. 



Wheit first, by fond Henry, sweet Marg'ret was seen. 
He slkhtly regarded her air or her mien; 
Tlie charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm'd as a lover, but cool as a friend : 
From fiiendship (not passion) his raptures did move^ 
And he boasted his heart was a struiger to love. 

New charms he discover'd, as more she was known, 
Her face grew a wonder, her taste was his own ; 
Her manners were gentle, her sense was refri'd, 
And oh ! what dear virtues beam'd forth in her mind; 
Yet still for the sanction of friendship he strove, 
'Till a sigh gave the omen and sbew'd it wad love. * 
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Now, proud to be conquered, he sighs for the fiuiv 
Grows dull to all pleasure, but being with her : . 
He's mute, while his heart-strings are ready to faresk, 
for the fear of ofiending forbids him to speal^; 
But wanders a willing example to prove, 
** That friendship wiui woman is sister to love.*' 

A lover, thus conquer'd, can ne'er give <^[^ce; 
Not a dupe to her smiles, but a slave to her .'Seaie; 
His passion, nor wrinkles, nor age can allay. 
Since founded on that wluch can never decay; 
And time, that will beauty's short empire remove, 
Indreasing her reason, increases his love. 



SONG. 



LORD BYftON. 



Wbll ! thou art happy, and I fed 
That I should thus be hai^ too. 

For still my heart r^ards thy weal> 
Warmly; as it was wont to do* 

Thy husband's blest — and 'twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot; 

But let triem pass— oh ! how my heart 
Would hate him if he lov'd thee not! 

When late I saw thy favourite child, 

I thought my jealous heart would breaks 
But when th' unconscious infant smil'd, 
' I kiss'd it for its mother's sake. 

I kiss'd it««-on^represt my sighs» 

I^s father in its lace to see; 
But then it had its mother's eyes. 

And they were all to love and mct 
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Mary, adiea I I miBt awinr. 
While thon flit Itoe, rll not rq>]ne! 

But near thee^-rtlaQ nerer stay; 
My beait would soon again be thine. 

I deem'd that time, I deem'd that |»ride 
Had quenchM at length my boyish flame^ 

Nor knew till seated by thy side, 

My heart in all, — save hope, — the same* 

Yet was I caha: I knew the time 
My breast would thrill before diy look. 

But now to tremble were a crjme^ < 
We met— and not a nerve was sho<^. 

I saw thee gaze upon my face. 
Yet meet with no confusion there ; . 

One only feeling couldst thou trace. 
The sullen calmness of de^Nur. 

Away ! away ! my early dream 

Kememhrance never must awake : 
Oh J where is L||be's fabled stream ? 

My foolish heart be still, or break. 



%»%^^%%i%^» 



THE BRAES OF YARROW. 

tOCAN. 

Thy braes were bonnie, Yarrow stream ! . 

When first on them I met my lover; 
• Thv braes how dreary, Yarrow stream ! 
• When now thy waves his body cover I 
For ever now, O Yarrow stream ! 

Thou art to me a stream «f sorrow;; 
For never on thy banks shidl I 

Bc^ld my love^ tlie flower of Yarrow, ^ ' 
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He promis'd me a milk-white steed. 
To bear me to hia father's bowen; 

He promis'd lue a little page. 

To aquire me to his fath^'K towen; 

Hepromis'd me a wedding-ring, — 

llie wedding-dny was fix'd to-morrow; — 

Now he is wedded to his grave, 

Alflsl his watery grave, in Yarrow! 

Sweet were his words when last we met, 

My passion I as freelv told him ! 
Clasp'il in his arms, I'little thought 

That I should never more behold him ! 
Scarce wob he gone, I saw his ghost; 

It vanish'd with a shriek of sorrow; 
Thrice did the waler-wraith ascend. 

And gave a doleful groan thro' Yarrow. 
His mother from the window look'd. 

With all the longing of a mother; 
His little sister weeping walk'd 

The green-wood path to meet her hrother : 
They sought him east, they sought him west. 

They sought him all the forest thorough; 
They only saw the cloud of night. 

They only heard the roar of Yarrow ! 
No longer from thy window look, 

Thou hast no son, thou tender mother! 
No longer walk, thou lovely maid ! 

Alae ! thou hast no more a brother 1 
No longer seek him east or west, 

And search no more the forest thorough ; 
For, wandering in the night so dark. 

He feH a lif^ess corpse in Yarrow. 
The tear shall never leave my cheek. 

No other youth shall be my marrow ; 
ril s»ek thy body in the atream. 
And &m with thee Til *leep in Yeirow. 
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The tear did never leave her ched. 
No other ^outfa became her marrow; 

She found his body in the stream. 
And now with him she sleeps in Yarrow. 



%%«^«<« 



SONG. 



I«OGAK. 



The day is departed, and round from the clond 

The moon in her beauty appears; 
The voice of the nightingale warMes aloud. 

The music of love in our ears; 
Maria, appear! now the season so sweet 

With the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is so tender for lovers to meet 

Alone by the light of the moon. 

I cannot when present unfold what I feel, 

I sigh — can a lover do more? 
Her name to the shepherds I never reveal. 

Yet I think of her all the day o'er. 
Maria, my love ! do you long for the grove? 

Do you sieh for an interview soon f 
Does'^'er a kind thought run on me as you rote 

Alone by the light of the moon? 

Your name from the shepherds whenever I hear. 

My bosom is fll in a'^oW; 
Your voice when it lobrates so sweet thro* mine car, 

My heart thrills — my eyes overflow. 
Ye powers of the sky, will your bounty divine 

Indulge a fond lover his boon? 
Shall heart spring to heart, and Maria be mine^ 

Alone by 'the lig^t of the moon? 
Vol.. I. A a ^ 
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SONG. 



LoNO, loiw t deqwir'd ■ yoaag ■hqifaerd to find. 
Nor prouaof hia merit, not fajse h the wind; 
But, at lart, I have got a dear Isd to my mind; 

Oh ! I never can part «Ith my Willy: 
We hied to the altar last midaunmier-daj; 
I bliuh'd bU the while, and scarce knew what to say; 
Bat I Tow'd (I remember) to love and obey : 

Can I do any less by ray Willy! 

Hia breadi is aa fragrant aa fresh morning air; 
His face than the rose is more ruddy, I swear; 
And his kisses as sweet — oh 1 bevond alt compare i 

There is not such a Ud as my Willy. 
With bim none pretends or to p^ or to play. 
But what tender soft tfaii^ does the sh^berd not My ? 
With ease, 1 am sure, he mi^t steal hearts away : 

But ril never dtstnist thee, dear Willy. 

When I drot^'d all in pun, and hui^ nown my head, 
How kindly he watdi'dMe 1 what tears did he shed 1 
He ne'er left me a moment 'till sickness was Sed : 

Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? 
^ould death from my si^t tear the shepherd so true, 
Let hira take, if he chooses, then, nie awav too; 
For why should I tarry, oi what could I ao. 

Should I lose sudi a lad ai niy Willy? 



THE FAREWELL. 

UBD IVKON. 

Wkeh man, expdl'd frma Sden's bowers, 
A moment HnMHiI near the gate, 

Sach scene recaiPd the vanish'd ho-ors, 
An4 bada him ctuM hit ftittaie fate. 
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But wandering on through distant dimes. 

He learnt to bear his load o£ grief; 
Just gave a 8i||h to other times. 

And found in busier sceaea relief. 

Thus, lady { will it be with me. 
And I must vieiw thy charms no more ; 

For whilst I linger ne^ to thee 
I sigh for all I knew before^ 

In flight I shall be surely wise. 

Escaping from terinptaftion's snare; 
I cannot view my Paradise, 

Without a wi^ to enter there* 



I 

! 
I 



SWEET ANNIE. 



Sweet Annie frae the sea beach came, 

Where Jocky speel'd the vessel's side; 
Ah ! wha can keq) their heart at harne^ 

When Jock/s tost aboon the tide. 
Far aff to distant realms be gangs. 

Yet I'll be true as he has been; 
And when ilk lass about him thrangs, 

He'll think on me bb &ithfu' ain. 

I met our wealthy laird yestreen, 

Wi' ffou'd in hand he tempted me; 
He prais'd my brow, my rolling eeh. 

And made a brag o' what he*d gie. 
What tho' my Jocky's far awa', 

Tost up and down the awsome main, 
ril keep my heart anither day. 

Since Jocky may return again. 

Nae mair, false Jim^e ! sing nae raair 
And fairly ca8t'.-3^4|% pipe away; 

My Jocky wad betroSbl'd sair. 
To see his friend liis ^ove betri^ : 
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For a' vour sangs and verse are vain. 
While Jocky*s notes do faithfu' flow; 

My heart to him shall true remain, 
ril keep it for my constant jo. 

Blaw saft, ye gales ! round Jocky's head, 

And gar your waves be calm and still; 
His hameward sail with breezes speed, 

And dinna a* my pleasure spill. 
What tho' my Jocky's far awa^. 

Yet he will braw in siller shme; 
ril keep my heart anither day. 

Since Jockey may again be mine. 



SONG. 



LORD BYRON. 



REiaNi> me not, remind me not, ' 
Of those belov'd those vanish*d hours. 
When all my soul was given to thee; 
Hours that may never be foi^got 
Till time unnerves our vital powers. 
And thou and I shall cease to be. 

Can I forget? canst thou forget? 
When playing with thy golden hair. 

How quick th' fluttering heart did move? 
Oh ! by my soul, I see thee yet. 
With eyes so languid, breast so fair. 
And lips, though silent, breathing love. 

When thus reclining on my breast 
Those eyes threw back a glance so sweet. 
As half reproach'd, yet rais'd desire. 
And still we near, and nearer prest. 
And still our glowing lips M'ould meet. 
As if in kisses to expire. 
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And then those penM?e eyes would close. 
And bid their lids each othei* seek, 
Veiling die azure orbs below; 
While their long lashes' darkening gloss 
Seem*d stealing o'er thy brilliant cheek. 
Like raven's plumage smopth'd on snow. 

I dreamt last night our love retum'd, 
And sooth to say tiiat very dream 
Was sweeter m its phantasy 
Than if for other hearts I buru'd. 
For eyes that ne'er like thine could beam 
In rapture's wild reality. 

Then tell me not, remind me not 
Of hours which, though for ever gone. 
Can still a pleasing dream restore. 
Till thou and I shall be forgot ; 
And senseless as the mouldering stone, 
Which teUs that we shall be no more. 



THE WISH. 

.« THOBfAB HABftEWOOP, ESQ. 

When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to he seen. 

And the meadows their beauty have lost; 
When nature's disrob'd of her mantle of green. 

And the streams are fast bound with the frost ; 
While the peasant inactive stands shiv'ring"with cold^ 

As bleak the winds northerly blow; 
When the innocent flocks run for ease to the fold. 

With their fleeces all covered with snow ; 

In the yard while the cattle are fodder'd with straw^ 
And send forth their breath like a stream; 

And the neat-looking dairy mud seca she must tbfiw» 
Fleaks of ice that she finds in her cream ; 

Aa3 
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Whea the sweet country maiden at fresh as the rase. 

As 6he carelessly trips often dides. 
Anil the rustics loud laugh, if by falling she shows 

All the charms that her modesty hides. 
When the birds to the bam door hover for food. 

As with silence they rest on the spray; 
And the poor tired hare in vain seeki the wood. 

Lest her footsteps her course should betray. 
When the lads and the lasses, in compaay Joiii'd, 

In a crowd round the embers are met. 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind. 

And of ghosts, till they're all in a sweat: 
Heav*!! grant in this season it may be my lot. 

With the nymph whom I love and admire. 
While the icicles hang from the eaves of my cot, 

I may thither in safety retire. 
Where in neatness and quiet, and free from surprise, 

Wc may live, aad no hardship endure, 
N'or feci any turbulent passions arise. 

But such as each other may cure. 

SONG. 

Thebe was a time, I need not name, 

Since it will ne'er forgotten be. 
When all our feelings were the same. 

As still my soul hath been to thee. 
And from thnt hour when first thy tongue 

Confess'd a love which equall'd mine. 
Though many a grief my heart both wrung, 

Unknown, and thus unfelt, by thine : 
None, none, hath sunk so deep as this, 

To think how all that love hath flown; 
Transient as every taithless kiss. 

But tnuuietit in thy breait olone. 
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And yet my heart some solace knew. 

When late I heard thy lips declare. 
Id accents once imagined tnie. 

Remembrance of the days that werer 

Yes ! my ador'd, yet most unkind ! 
* Though thou wilt never love again, 
To me 'ds doubly sweet to find 
Remembrance of that love remain. . 

Yes! 'tis a glorious thought to me. 

Nor longer shall my soul rq>ine^ 
Whate*er Siou art, or e*er shalt be^ 

Thou hast been dearly, solely mine. 



SONG, , 

Tune—" The Birh of Iimrmay.^^ 

What though the meads be deck'd with jBow'rs? 

What though the daisy paints the gnian ? 
My Mary charms no more the hours. 

Nor does she grace the sylyan scene. 

Though now the linnets chant thdr song^ 
And nightingales their tuneful lay; 

Sweet emblems of my Mary's tongue! 
No more ye please— my love's away, 

I thought this beauteous landscape gay. 
These gilded bow'rs could charm my view; ' 

I labour'd oft iny love to stay. 
And rural pastimes to renew. 

O ! happy days ! when with my love 

I wander'd in the flow'ry ^e; 
Or when she deign'd to haunt the grove^ 

And listen to iny artless tale. 
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Fve heard her say, *' the vale was fair» 
" And how the daisy decks the gi^ccaf* 

And to the hill she would repair. 

And say, ** How beauteous was the scene 1" 

And can she prize the city's noise, 
Fill'd with revd, pride, and strife 

Mavhap she yet will prove the joys 
Of a domestic oountiy life. 

Mayhap she'll think on these lovM bowVs, 
Where, wingM with joy, the moments fled ; 

And swift, unnotic'd, pass'd the hours^ 
Beneath the ivy-mantled shade. 



SONG. 



LOUD BYBON. 



And wilt thou weep when I am low ? 

Sweet lady ! speak those words again; 
Yet if thev grieve thee, say not so, 

I would not give that boscHn pain. 

My heart is sad, my hopes are gone. 
My blood runs coldly thro' my breast ; 

And when I perish, thou alone 
Wilt sigh above my place of rest. 

And yet methinks a gleam of peace 
Doth thro' my cloud of anguish shine. 

And for a while my sorrows cease 
To know thy heart hath felt for mine. 

Oh, lady! blessed be that tear. 
It falls for one wfaio canpot weeps 

Such precious drops are doubly dear 
To those whose eyes uo tear jnay steep. 
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Sweet lady! once my heart wif wtmi. 

With every feeling soft af Mnef 
But beauty's self ha& cea^d to dudM 

A wretdi created to re|niie. 

Yet wilt thou weep when I am km? 

Sweet lady! spedL tfaote wordi i^gno; 
Yet iftbey grieve thee, tayna^to, • 

I would not give Chat boMMS pain* 

soNa 

XE« H£irBT CABSf * 

Lov£*8 a gentle gen'roof o m mm. 

Source of all niblime detif^ } 
When with mutual inclination. 

Two fond hearts In one unite* 

What are tttles, pomp, atid richei 
When compard with true coMeill ! 

That ftlfle joy that now bewitehei» 
When obtainM we may repent. 

Lawless passion brings veiuulon : 

But a chaste and jnrtuoiis lore^ 
Is a glorious emnlaUon 

Of the blissful state above* 



SONG.--ON LEAVING ENGLAND. 

LOBD BYBOW. 

*Ti8 done — ^and shivering in the gala 
The bark unfurls her snowy sail. 
And whistling o'er the bendiflg mast 
Loud sings on hi{^ the fresh'iufig blast; 
And I must from this land bcgonei 
Because I cannot love but ooe# 
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But could I be what I have been^ 
And could I see what I have seenj, 
Could I repose upon the breast 
Which once my warmest wishes blest^ 
I should not seek another zone 
Because I camnot love but one. 

Tls long since I beheld that ^e 
Which gave me Miss or misei^ ; 
And I have striven, but in vam. 
Never to think of it aga\n; 
For tho' I fly from Albion 
I still can only love but one. 

As some lone bird without a mate» 
My weary heart is desolate : 
I look around, and cannot trace 
One friendly smile or welcome face; 
And e*en in crowds Fm still alone. 
Because I cannot love but one. 

And I will cross the whitening foam. 
And I will seek a foreign home. 
Till I forget a false fair face, 
I ne'er shall find a resting place ; 
My own dark thoughts I cannot shun^ 
But ever love, and love but one. 

The poorest, veriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospitable hearth. 
Where friendship's or love's softer glow 
May smile in joy or soothe in wo ; 
But friend or lover I have none. 
Because I cannot love but one. 

I go — but wheresoever I idee 
There's not an eye will we^ for irie; 
There's not a kind, congenial heart 
Where I can clsdm the meanest part : 
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Nor thbtt who hast my hopes undoae, 
Wilt s5gh, although I lore but one* 

To think of every early scene. 

Of what we are, and what we've been, 

Would whehn some softer heart "with wo, 

But mine, alas ! has stood the blow ; 

Yet still beats on as it begun, 

And never truly loves but one* 

And who that dear lovM one may be 
Is not for vulgar eyes to see; 
And why that early love was crost. 
Thou knowst the best, I fed the most; 
But few that dwdl beneath the sun 
Have lovM so long, and lov'd but one* 

Fve tried another's fevers too. 
With charms perchance as fair to view; 
And I would fain have loVd as well; 
But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleemng breast to oWa 
A kindred care for au^t but one. 

'Twould soothe to take one lingering view. 
And bless thee in my last adieu; 
Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
For him that wanders o*er the deep; 
Tho* wheresoe'er my back may run, 
I love but thee, I love but one. 



SONG. 
TcMB— « AUoa^Hoiuer 



'. 



Thcee livM long ^o, in a country places 
A clever young lad who lovM a young lass; 
She lov'd him again, and, oh I wonder to hear. 
No offer could move her, she lov'd him so dear; 
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The lord of the manor took it In his head. 
To tempt her to leave him, add come to his bed; 
He offer'd her jewels, and baubles, and rines. 
But she slighted his offers; refus'd his gay diings. 

He told her, he'd make her as fine as a queen. 
Her gown should be nlk, and her cap colberteen; 
But she said, linsey*woolsy and bone-lace would serve^ 
And rather than please him she'd venture to starve. 
He told her, he'd gie her^a pad to ride out. 
Or a coach,' if she lik'd it> to travel about; 
She tbank'd him, but sdd, she could very well walk. 
And shou'd she have a coach, how the neighbotu*s wou' J 
talk; 

He said, for the neighbours, he'd make it his care. 
That not even the^piM'^cto on Sundays should dare 
To censure her conduct, or offer to blame 
Her manner of l|ving> or blast her good name. 
She told him, in shprt, he must e'en be content, 
For jewels or gold should ne'er bribe her consent; 
Her heart was another's and so should remain, 
A|id she scorned to be false for the lucre of gain. 



STRATHFILLAN. 

Tune—" Tushilaw,"^ 

« 

By FUlan's wild and lonely streams 

She dwells, the angel of my fancy 1 
The lustre from her eye that beams 

Proclaims the maid, my lovely Nancy ! 
Her locks are of the raven's hue, 

And fair hA* face as smiling morning, 
When every rose-bud's wet with dew. 

And sunbeams hill and vale adorniog. 
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Whene'er she treads StrRthfillan'^ vale, 

More sweetly sounds the gurgling fountain ; 
More balm^ breathes the evening gale; 

More bright the moon looks o'er the mountain ; 
And when her tongue's attun'd to love, 

Or full the tear of pity ffwdling. 
The blest above can only prove 

The raptures in my bosom dwelling. 



A W?ARY BODIE'S BLYTHE WHEN THE SUN 

GANGS DOWN. 

Tune — ^* Atdd Robin Grai/** 

A WEABY bodie's blythe when the sun gangs down, 
A weary bodie's blythe when the sun pngs down: 
To smile wi* his wife, an' to daut wi' his wean», 
Wha wadna be blythe when the sun gangs down ? 

The summer sun's lang, an' we're a* toU'd sair, 
Frae sunrise to sunset's a dreigh tack o' care; 
But at hame for to daut 'mang our wee bits o' weans, 
We think on our toils an* our cares nae mair» 

The Saturday sun it gangs ay sweetest down, 

For my bonnie boys then leave their wark i' the town ; 

My heart loups light at my ain ingle side, 

Whan my kin' blythe bairntime is a sitting roun/ 

The Sabbath morning comes, an' warm lowes the sun* 
Ilk heart's fu' o* joy a' the parishen roun'; 
Round the hi^ o'^the hill comes tlie sweet psalm tune, 
An' the auld fowk a' to the preaching are bowne. 

The hearts o' the younkers loup Hghtsorae, to see 
The gladness which dwalls in their auld grannie's e*e; 
An' they gather i' the sun, 'side the green haw-tree, 
Nae new-nown birds are sae mirthsome an' hie. 
Vol.!. Bb 7 
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Though my sonfiie darnels dieeks nae to auld age are 

, prief; 
Though the roses which bloom'd there are smit i* the 

leaf; 
Though the young blinks o' luve hae a' died in her e*^. 
She is bonnier and dearer than ever to nie : 

Ance poortith came in yont our hailen to* keek, 
But my Jeanie was nursing an' singii^ sae sweet. 
That she laid down her pocks at animer door cheek. 
An' stappit blythely ben her auld shanks for to beek. 

My hame is the mailen weel stockit an' fu', 
My bairns are the flocks and the herds which I loe ; — 
My Jeanie is the goud ui' delight o' my e'e, 
She's worth a halekdrdship o^ mailens to me. 

O wha wad fade away like a flower in the dew,. 
An' leave nae a sprout for kind heaven to pu' ? 
Wha wad rot 'mang the mools, like the trunk o' the 

tree, 
Wi' nae shoots the pride o' the forest to be ! 



WANDERING MARY. 

LEWIS., 

Tune — ** Wae^s my heart that we iliouid sunder. 

Keen blows the storm upon that breast. 

Whose guest is life-consuming sorrow. 
Oh ! guide me to some place of rest. 

Where I m^ slumber till to-morrow. 
You view my face — it once was fidr. 

At least, so said the charming Harry ; 
But he is gone—- and black despair 

Is all that's left for wand'ring Maxy^ 



n 
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Bright shone our bljrthsome bridal hoar» 

Love shook his wings with pleasure b e amli i g i 
But, ah 1 he left our little bofr r, 

While I of bliss was fondly dreaming s 
A soldier's coat allur'd my love, 

I wept, I kneel'd — ^he would not tarry | 
I pra/d him by the pow'rs above^ 

Not to desert his faithful Mary* « 

Alas ! how can I speak the rest» 

The grief that^s m m v bosom burning; 
The ** green sod wraps hb bloody breast I 

And can you blame his Mary's mourning* 
No house nor home, nor friend have J, 

Except this babe, my pledge of Harry, 
And famine dims his infant eye, 

That us'd to glad poor wand'ring Mary* 

From virtue's paths I've never swerv'd, 

Tho* sore has cold and hunger tried me; 
niose ills, alas! Fve ne'er deserv'd, 

Why then, is human aid denied roe? 
But hush ! my babe, tho' large the load 

Of woes that we are doom'd to carry. 
Within the cold grave's bleak abode, 

You'll sweetly sleep with wand'ring Mary* 



<^»>%»»^»%i%%^ 



SONG. 

Tone—" TAe Plough4}oy!^ 

Should the rude hand of care wound m^ partnefin Itfei 
He always shall find his best fHend in his wife; 
In the midst of his woes if on me he^ll recline, 
His sorrows, his anguish, his teaft shall be mine. 

If cheerfulness prompts him to mirthful employ, 
My invention shall teem to enliven his joy: ^ 

When the light footed hours all w th gaiety shine. 
His pleasures, his transports, his smiles shall be mine* 
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The wife, 'tis agreed, best her station adoms. 
When yircading life's rases, and bluntinj! its thorns. 
Then I'll strive to select its most grateful of fiow'rd, . 
And their frBgranee, their beautie«, thdr bloom shall be 



SONG. 
ON SEEING A LADY SPLENDIDLY DRESSED. 
WiriiS'i^E all this labour, Ahl too lovely maid! 

To seek the tinsel ormuuents of art? 
In nature's simple dignity arrnj'd, 

'Tis youra to win, 'tis yours to keep the heart. 
Let other damsels search for every toy. 

Than you more studious, since than yoii leu &iri 
Let them to gild their weaker rlionns employ 

The pearl's pak histrc, or the diamond s glare. 



■■e lips tUvine ! 



fiaiGNAL banks are wild and fair. 

And Greta woods are green, 
And you may gather garlands there. 

Would grace a summer queen, 
And as I rode by DAlton-hnll, 

Beneath the turret high, 

A maiden on the castle wall 

Was singing merrily, — 

" O BrignfU baitka arc f rush nmljinr. 

Anil Greta teeodi are green, 

rd father nxe wUK Edmund there. 

Than re^n our Englkh gMeo." 
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^ If, Maiden, tliou woiildst wend with me, 

To leave both tow^ and town^ 
Thou first must guess what life lead w^ 

That dwell by dale and down% 
And if thou canst that riddle read) 

As read full well you may. 
Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed, 

As blithe as queen of May." 

Yet M<^ «A^, *' JBrignal banks arefairf 

And GrrekL woods are green : 
*d ttdher rove with Edmund there^ 
Than reign our JSngliih queenl* 

** I read you, by your bugle horn. 

And by your palfrey good, 
I read you for a ranger sworn. 

To keep the king^ green wood.'* 
** A ranger, lady, winds his horn^ 

And 'tis at peep of light: 
His blast is heard at msxty mom, 

And mine at dead of night/' 

Yet sung she, " Brignal hdnks atefdt^ 

And Greta woods are ga^, 
I would I were with Edmund ihefe^ 

To reign Ms queen qf MayP* 

*< With bufnishM birand and musquet^oti, 

So gallantly you come, 
1 read you for a bold dra^o6tt. 
That lists the tuck of dninu'* 
I Iht no more the tuck of drum, 

No moire the trumpet hear; 
Bcit when the beetle sounds his hum^ 
My comrades take the spear. 

And O though Brignal hanks he /air ^ 

And Greta woods he gag^ 
Yet mickle must the maiden dare, 
Would reign my queen of May / 
Bb3 
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" Maiilen! a nameless life! lead, 

A nameless deatli I'll die. 
The fiend, whose lanthom lighW the mead 

Were better mate than I: 
And when I'm with my comrades met, 

Beneath the greenwood bough. 

What once we were we all forget. 

Nor think what we ore now. 

" Yet Brignal hankl are fresh and fail 

And Greia woods are green. 
And you nuii/ galher garlandt there. 
Would grace a jumiae)' qaeen" 



O'ER THE MOOR AMANG THE HEATHER. 



Ae mom of May, when fields were gay. 
Serene and charming was the weather, 
I chanc'd to roam some miles frae home. 
Far o'er yon moor, amaog the heather. 
O'er Ihe moor aviang the Jieatheri 
O'er the moor among (Ite keatlier. 
How hcatlhsovie 'tis to range the moors, 
And brmh the dew from bloomm' heather. 

t walk'd along and humm'd a song, 

My heart was l%ht as ony feather. 
And soon did pass a lovely lass. 

Was wading, barefoot, thro' the heather! 
O'er the vioor ameng Ike heather. 
O'er the moor aiaang the heather. 
The bonniest lass that e'er I taw, 
I met ae tKon among the heather. 
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Her eyes divine, mair bright did shine. 
Than the most clear unclouded aether; 

A fairer fbrin did ne'er adorn 
A brighter scene than blooming heather. 

G*er the moor amang the heeUherf 
Q*er the mocfr among the heather. 
Therms ne^er a lass in Scotk^s isle. 
Can vit with her amang the heather, 

I said, '' Dear maid, be not afi*sdd; 

Pray, sit you down, let's talk togetheri 
For, 1 my fair, I vow and swear. 

You've stole my heart amang the heather." 

(yer the moor amang the heather, 
O^er the moor amang the heather. 
Ye swains, beware ofi/onder moor, 
Tou*ll lose i^our hearts amang the hedther. 

She answer'd me, right modestly, 

" I go, kiad Sir, to seek my Father, 
His fleecy charge, he tends at large. 

On yon green bills, beyond the heather. 

Cfer the moor amang the heather. 
O'er the moor amang the heather. 
Were I a king, thou shou*dst be mine, 
pear bloondng maid amang the heather. 

Away she flew out of my view, 

Her home, or name, I ne'er could gatheri 
But aye sin' syne I sigh and pine 

For that sweet lass amang the heather. ^ 

(fer the moor amang the heather, 
0*er the moor amang the heather. 
While vital heat glows in my heart, 
ru lovt the lass amang the heather. 



,1 
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BONO. 
HER RIGHT NAME. 

PRIOR* 

As Nancy at her toilet sat, 

Admiring this, and blaming that; 

Tell me, she said, but tell me true. 

The nymph who could your heart subdue) 

What sort of charms does she possess? 

Absolve me, fair one, I'll confess.*^ 

With pleasure 1 replied— her hair. 
In ringlets rather dark than fair, 
Doe6 down her ivory bosom roU, 
And hiding half, adorns the whole. 
In her high forehead's fair half-round 
Love sits in open triumph crown'd-- - 

He, in the dimple of her chin. 
In private state by friends is seen. 
Her eyes are neither blad^ nor grayj 
Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray: 
Their dubious lustre seems to shew 
Something that speaks nor yes, nor no. 

Her lips, no living Bard, I weet, 

May say how red, how round how sweet : 

Old Homer only could indite 

Their fragrant grace, and soft delight: 

They stand recorded in his book. 

When Helen smil'd, and Hebe spoke. 

- The Gipsy turning to her glass, 
Too plainly shewM, she knew the face— 
And which am I most like, she said. 
Your Cloe, or your Nut-brown mwd? 
And which am I most like, she swd, 
''our Cloe or vour Nut-brown \naid? 



J 
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LOVE DESPISED. 

Can any length of years gone by, 
Love's bliss destroy or ardour tame? 

No, no: the passion that can die 
Has ne'er deserv'd that blesned nain^* 

Can brighter beauties e'er persuade 

The lover from his fair to rove? 
No, no: if any other maid 

Seems fair to him, he docs not lov<f< 

Can want, can wo, can misery blt|{bt 

Sincere affection's impulse wariir? 
No: love is as the beacon's light, 

Prized ever most amid the storm* 



SONG. 
THE CYPRESS WREATH. 

WAi:,TEA SCOTT, SSQ. 

O LADT, twine no wreath for me^ 
Or twine it of the cypress tree: 
Too lively «low the filys* light, 
The varnuh'd holly's all too bright, 
The may-dower and the efflantinei 
May shade a brow less Badthan mine : 
But, lady, weave no wreatli for me. 
Or weave it of the cypress tree. 

Let dhnpled mirth his temples twine 
With tendrils of the laughing vihe; 
The manly oak, the pensive yew, 
^-^ natrioC and to sage be due; 
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The myrtle bough bitta lovers Uve, 
But that Matilda will not give; 
.Then, lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress tree- 
Let merry England proudly rear 
Her blended roses, bought so dear; 
Let Albin bind her bonnet blue. 
With heath and harebell dipp'd in dew; 
On favour'd Erin's crest be seen 
The flower she loves of emerald green — 
But, lady, twine no wreath for nie. 
Or twine it of the cypresi tree ! 
Strike the wild harp, while maids prepare 
The ivy meet for minstrel's hair; 
And, while his crown of laurel4eaveB 
With bloody hand the victor weaves. 
Let the loud trump his triumph tell; 
But when you hear the pas^g bell^ 
Then, lady, twine a wreath Ibr me. 
And twiiie it of the cypress tree ! 
Yes! twine forme the cypress botigh: 
But, O Matilda, twine not now! . 
Stny till a few brief months are past. 
And 1 hiive look'd and lov'd mj last ! 
When villagers my shroud bestrew 
With pansies, rosemary, and rue — 
Then, lady, weave a wreath for me. 
And weave it of ihe cypress tree ! 



CALDER BRAES. 



Tune — " Logon Water" 
When cares were few, and life was young. 
On Calder braes 1 danc'd and sung. 
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Unpain'd by keen remon^s dart^ 
Joy flow'd spontaneous from ray heart: 
To crown the happy, mundane scene, 
I lov*d — nor did I love in vain. 
The theme of all my artless lays. 
Was my dear lass on Calder braes. 

Thrice happy days, your loss I mourn. 
You're gone— ah ** never to return;'* 
Ambition's %gm»fatuui dare 
Transform'd my bliss to black despair. 
The pomp of war, and pride of arms 
Appeared with such resistless charms, 
I lat (to face mjr country's faes) 
My weeping maid on Calder braes. 

In martial conflict first I shone, 
In climes below the burning; zone; 
Beneath Seringapatam's wul, 
I saw the tyrant sultan's fall; 
Amidst the carnage of the dav^ 
Where dead and dying round me Uv^ 
'Midst cannons' roar, and lightnings^ WMm^ 
I thought on peaceful Cald^ braes, 

^th laurels crown'd, with wealth array'd» 

Again I sought my native shade, 

In hopes rov long-lost love to meet, 

To lay my laurels at her feet; 

Alas 1 I never saw her more, 

My sanguine dreams iA bliss are o'^, 

My only pleasure's now to gaze 

On her lone gr^^e on Cald^ braes. 
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SONG. 



TuKE— " TwcedsitU:" 



Erewhile on the glooin of my Talc, 

Hope shone with a glimnierlng glare; 
Ah ! tiow blest was that wretched estate. 

To this utter distress of despair j 
When I think on the frowns of her brow, 

My bomra what agonic^ tear ! 
1 would not my bitterest foe 

One pang of such anguish should Jjear. 

Oh I give me a sigh alt yc swnins 

Whose hearts the soft torment endure. 
When 1 tell j'ou that Anna disdains 

My attentions because I am poor. 
Oh ! give me a tear, ye that know 

The weakness of reason 'gaiiist love — 
Ah ! why such unspeakable woe. 

For a damsel so mean should I prove! 



SONG. 

Ah! why miist words my flame reve. 
What nMd my Henry bid roe tell 

What all my actions prove! 
A blush, whene'er I meet liis eye. 
Whene'er 1 hear bis name, a agh. 

Betrays my secret love. 

In all thdr sports upon the [^luin, 
My eyes, stilt fixed on bini remain. 

And him alone approve; 
The rest unheeded, dance or plaiy. 
From nil he steals tny praise away; 

And can lie doubt my love! 
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Whene'er we meet, my looks confess 
The joys which all my soul possess. 

And ev'ry care remove : 
StOIy still too short appears bis stay. 
The moments fly too swift away; 

Too fast for my fond love. 

Does anv speak in Henry's praise! 
So pleas d am I with all he says, 

1 ev'ry word approve; 
Bat is he blam'd altho' in jest, 
I feel resentment fire ray breast, , 

Alas! because I love. 

But, O ! what tortures tear my hearty 
When I suspect his looks impart 

The least desire to rove: 
I hate the maid who gives me pm^ 
Yet him to hate I strive in vain; 

For, ah! that bate is love. 

Then ask not words, but read mine eyes, * . 

Believe my blushes, trust my sighs; ' ' 

My passion these will prove : 
Words oA deceive, and spring from art; >i 
But the true language of my heart 

To Henry, must be love. 



SONG. 
TO THE MOON. 

WALTEB SCOTT, ESQ. 

Hail to thy cold and clouded beam. 
Pale pilgrim of the troubled skv! 
Hail, though the mists that o'e^ thee strean^ 
Lend to thy brow their sullen dyel 
Vol. I. C c 
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How should ihy pure and peaceful eye 
Untroubl'd view our scenes below. 

Or how a tearless beam supply 
To light a world of war and wo. 

Fair queen ! 1 will not blame thee now. 

As once by Greta's (airy side; 
Each little cloud that dimm'd thy brow 

Did then an aneel's beauty hide; 

And of tbe shades I then could chide. 
Still are the thouglita to memory dear. 

Fur, while a sotler strain 1 tried. 
They hid my blush, and calm'd my fear. 

Then did I swear thy ray serene 

Was form'd to Uglit some lonely delt. 

By two fond lovers only teen. 
Reflected from tbe crystal well : 
Or sleeping on their mossy cell. 

Or quivermg on the lattice bright. 
Or glancing on their couch, to tell 

How swiftly wanes the Guniiner night! 



THE BRAES OF YARROW. 



A. Busk ye, busk 3'e, my bonny bonny bride. 

Busk ye, bu^ ye, my winsome marrow. 
Busk ye, boak ye, my bonny bonny bride. 
And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 

B. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride? 

Where gat ye that winsome marrow? 
A. J gat her where I dare na weel be seen, 

Puihg the birks on the Braes of Yairow. 
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\V(^ aoty weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 
Weep not, weep not, my winaome marrow. 

Nor let thy heart lament to kave . 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow* 

B. Why does she we^, thy bonity bonny bride? 
Why does she weep thy winsome marrow? 
And why dare ye nae niair weel be seen 
. Puihg the birks on the Braes of Yarrow? 

A« . Lang maun she weep, lang maun she, maun she weep, 
Lang maun she weep with dule and sorrow ! 
And lang maun I nae mair weel be seen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

For she has tint her luver, luver dear. 
Her luver dear, ^e cause of sorrow. 

And I hae slain the comliest swain 
That e*er pu'd birks on the Braes of Yarrow* 

Why runs thy stream, Yarrow, Yarrow, red? 

Why on thy brae's heard the voice of sorrow? 
And why yon mdancholious Weeds 

Hung on th^ bonny birks of Yarrow* 

What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flude? 

What's yonder floats? O dule and sorrow I 
'Tis he the comely swain I slew 

Upon the dulenil Braes of Yarrow. 

Wash, O wash his wounds, his wounds in tears, 
His wounds- in tear^ with dulfe and sorrow^ 

And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds. 
And lay him 6n the braes of Yarrow. 

Then build, dien build, ye sisters, sisters sad. 
Ye nsteirs sad, his tomb with s6hrow. 

And weep around in wae6il wise, 
His hapless fkte on the Braes of Yarrow. 
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Curse- ye, curse ye, his useless, useless thield, '■ 
My arm that wrought the deed of sorrow. 

The (atB\ spear that pierc'il his breast, 

Hia comely breast on the braes of Yarrow. 

Did I not worn thee, worn thee not to lue, 
And warn from fight? but to my -sorrow. 

O'er radity bold, a stronger arm 

Thou met'st and fell on the braes of Yarrow, 

Sweet smells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
gragB, 

Yellow on Yarrow's bank the gowan. 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock. 

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 



flows Tweed, 



Flows Yarrow sweet? as sweet, as swi 
As green its ^rass, its gowan yellow, 

As sweet smells on its braes the lurk, 
Tlie apple frae the rock as mellow. 

Fair was thy luve, fair, foir indeed thy lure, 
In flow'ry ban^ thou him did'st fetter; 

Tho' he WHS &ir and weel beluv'd again, 
Th;irv me he never iu'd thee better. 

Busk yc, then busk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow, 

Bnsk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 

How can busk I a bonny bonny bride, 
How can I busk a winsome marrow? 

How lue hi[n on the banks of Tweed, 
That slew my love on the Braes of Yarrow' 

O Yarrow fields, may never, never rain. 
No dew thy tender blossoms cover. 

Fur there was basely slaiti my luve, 
My luve as he hod not been a lover. 



I 
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The boy put on his robes^ his robes of gfeed, 
Hb purple vest, 'twas my aiu sewiogy 

Ah ! wretched mel I little, little keifd 
He was in these to meet hu ruin. 

The boy took out his milk^whitej milk-white steed, 

Unbeedfttl of my dule and sorrow. 
But e'er the toofall of the night 

He lay a corpse on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Much I r^oic'd that waeful, waeful day; 

I sang, my voice the woods returning: 
But lang ere night the spear was flown 

That slew my luve, and left me mourning, 

What can my barbarous, barbarous father do. 

But with his cruel rage pursue me? 
My luver's blood is on thy spear, 

How can'st thou, barbarous man, then woo me? 

My happy sisters may be, may be proud, 

With cruel, and ungentle scoffin', 
May bid me seek on Yarrow Braes 

My lover nailed in his coffin* 

My brother Douglas may, he may upbraid. 
And strive with threatening words to muve mel 

My luveres blood is on ^y spear. 
How canst thou §^ bid me luve thee? 

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve. 

With bridal' sheets my bod^ cover, 
Unbar je bddal maids the dobt, . 

J^ m the expected husband lover. 

But who the ecpected husband, husband is? 

His hands, methinks, are bath'd in slaughteTi 
Ah me ! what ghastly spectre's yon. 

Comes in his pale shroud bleeding after. 

Cc3 
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Pale as he is, here lay liim, lay him down, 
O lay his cold head on my pillow; 

Take atl^ take aff these bridul weeds, 
And crown my careful head with willow. 

Pale tho' thou art, yet best, yet best beluv*j, 
O could tny warmth to life restore thee. 

Yet lye all night between my breasts. 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely youths 
Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter. 

Anil lye all night between my breasts. 
No youth saail ever lye there after. 

A, Return, return O mournfiil, mournful brid^ 

Return and dry thy useless sorrow. 

Thy luver heeds nought of thy sighs. 

He lyes a corpse on the braes of Yarrow. 



LANARK MILLS. 



TmfE — " Miss Forbes' Farewell ia Banff" 

Adihu ! romantic banks of Clyde, 

Where oft I've spent the joyfu! day. 
Now, weary wand'ring on thy side, 

I piour the pliuntive, joyless lay. 
To other lands I'm doom'd to rove. 

The thought with crief my bosom filK 
Why am I forc'd to leave my love, • 

And wander far from Lanark mills t" 

Can I forget th' cxtattc hours. 
When ('sc^'d the village eveaing din) 

1 met my lass 'midst Braxneld bow'rs, 
Or near the falls of CorhmiK linni* 
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While cloae I claspM her to my breast, 

(Th* idea still with rapture thrills !) 
I thought myself completely blest. 

By all the lads of Lanark Mills. 

Deceitful, dear, deludve dream, 

Thou'rt fled— «las! I know not where, 
Evanish'd is each bGssful gleam, 

And left behind a load of care. 
Adieu! dear winding banks of Clyde, 

A long farewell, ye rising hills; 
No more I'll wander on your side, 

Tho' still my heart's at Lanark Mills. 

WhUe Tintock stands the pride of hills. 

While Clyde's dark stream rolls to the sea, ' 
1^ long, niy dear-lov'd Lanark Mills, 

May Heav'n's best blessings smile on thee. 
A last adieu ! My Mary dear. 

The briny tear hiy eye distills; 
While reason's pow'rs continue clear, 

I'll think of thee, and Lanark Miila, 



THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 

COWPEB. 

Tune—" Tweedtide:* 

What Nature, alas! has denied 

To the delicate growth of our isle. 
Art has in a measure supplied. 

And winter is deck'd witii a smile. 
See, Mary, what beauties I bring 

From the shelter of that sunny shed, 
Where the flowers have the charms of the spring, 

Though abroad they are frozen and dead. 
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'Tw a bower of arcadian sweets, 

Where Flora is still in her prime, 
A fortress to which she retreats, 

From the cruel assaults of the cliine. 
While earth wears a mantle of enow. 

These pinks are as fresh and as gay. 
As the fairest and sweetest, thai blow 

On the beautiful bosom of May. 

See how lliey have safely surviv'd 

The frowns of a sky so severe; 
Such Mary's true love that has liv'd 

Through many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late blowing rose 

Seem grac'd with a livelier hue, 
And the winter of sorrow best shows 

TJie (ruth of a fiieud such as you. 



LofiC Lyttleion. 

Tl'VE — " Sirks of Inerrmatf," 

To him that in an hour niust die 
iiat swifbr seems that hour to Sy, 
Than slow the minutes aeem to me. 
Which keep me from the siglit of thee. 

Not more that trembling wretch would girea 

Another day or year fo live. 

Than 1 CO ehonen what reuiains 

Of that long hour which thee detains. 

Oh ! come to my impatient arms, 
O! coiDe with all thy huavetJy chnrmj, 
At aiy^e to justify and pay 
**--"^'Ift«I from this de" 
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SONG. 

WALT£E 8C0XT, E8^ 

^ A WEARY lot is thine, fair maid| 
A weary lot is thine ! 

To pull the thorn thy brow to braid> 
And press tlie rue for witie ! 

A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 
A feather of the blue, 

A doublet of the Lincoln green- 
No more of me you knew. 
My love ! 
No more of me you knew, 

** This mom is merry June, I trow 

The rose is budding fain; 
But she shall bloom in winter saow, 

Erie we two met again." — 
He turnM his charger as he dpake, 

Upon the river shore. 
He gave his bridle reins a shake. 

Said, " Adieu for evermore. 
My love I 
And adieu for evermore." 



SONG. 

V 

HAMILTON OF BANGOUB* 

Tune—" Boslin Castle:' 

Ye gods ! was Strephon's picture West 
WiA the feir heaven of Chloe's breast? 
Move softer, diou fond fluttering heart. 
Oh gently throb, — too fierce thou'art. 
Tell me, thou brightest of thy kind. 
For Strephon was the bliss design'd ? 
For Strephon's sake, dear charming maid. 
Didst Ihou prefer his wand'ring shade? 
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And thou blest thade, that sweetly aj 
Lodged so near my Chloe's heart. 



Ungrateful thing ! It scorns to hear 
Its wretched uimter'a ardent praj'r, 
Bngrosaing all that beauteous heaven. 
That Chloe, lavish maid, hath given. 

1 cannot blame thee: Were I lord 
Of all the wealth those breasts afford, 
I'd be u miser too, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 
Oh smile not thus, my lovely fair. 
On these cold looks, that lifeless air, 
Prize him whose bosom glows with fire. 
With eager love and soft desire. 



Thou canst surpass the painter's i . 
And real warmth ami fiames impart. 
But oh ! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but ihee: 
Then, charmer, grant my fond request. 
Say thou canst love, and make me blest. 



ANNAN'S WINDING STREAM. 



TuNi — " Gramachree" 

On Annan's banks, in life's gay raori 
1 tun'd my ** vood-notes 4'3d," 

I sui^ of flocks, and uow'rv plains. 
Like nature's umpte child. 



I^OVE SON9Ji. 811 

Some talkM of wealth, I heard of fame, 

But thought 'twas all a dream. 
For dear I loy'd the village maid, 

Near Annan's winding sti'eam. 

The dew hespangl'd blushing rose. 

The garden's joy and pride. 
Was ne'er so fragrant or so fair 

As her I wish'd my bride, 
The sparkling radiance of her eye. 

Was bright as Phoebus' beam ; 
£ach grace adom'd ray -village maid. 

Near Annan's winding stream. 

But war's shrill clarion fiercely, blew. 

The sound alarm'd my ear; 
My country's wrongs call'd for redress. 

Could I my aid torbear? 
No— soon in warlike garb array'd; 

With arms that bright did gleam, 
I sigh'd, and lefl my village maid, 

By Annan's winding stream. 

Perhaps blest peace may soon return. 

With all her smiling train; 
For Britain's conquests still proclaim 

Her sov'reign of the main. 
Whene'er that wish'd event appears, 

I'll hail the auspicious gleam. 
And haste to clasp my village malf!. 

Near Annan's winding stream. 



SONG. 

Oh / gin ye were but mine kune^ 
Oh f gin ye were Intt mine Iqtne, 

Vd he the kappieH man ative^ 
r dlea4 a life divine htae. 
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Thejie's iomotliii^ in that boimie face, 

I never saw beBre iassK, 
Your BCtions a' hae sic a grace, 

I gui^e and I adore lassie! 



Oh.' 



nynr 



Though ither eyes may brilliance dart. 

And bright as diamonds roll, lassie! 
There's nane but yours shoot through my h 

And soUen a' my eouI, lassie! 
Oh.' gi»!/e toerc, ^c. 
Each motion shews some grace that'i 

That fascinates ray eyes, lasaie! 
And tliough your charms I daily view, 

I sec them with surprise, laesie! 
Oh ! gin, i/e were, ijc. 
Sweel is the spring, and sweet the rose. 

When moisten'd by the shower, lassie! 
Bright on the thorn the dewnbop glows, 

At mom's refulgent hour, lassie, — 
Oh.' gin ye were, <^c. 
But purer, brighter far than these 

Thou art, and charming more, lassie ! 
Than tongue can tell — i wond'ring gaze — 

I guile and 1 adore, lassie! 



THE MAID IN BEDLAM. 

TrjNE — " Gramachree." 

One morning very early, one morning in the Spring 
I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did sing; 
Her chain she rattled in ber hand, while sweetly uu& 

Bung she, 

^fflv \<m, betBUBC I know tnj- love loves mC. .^ 
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Oh ! cruel were h» parents^ who sent my love to sea; 
And cruel cruel was the ship that bore my love from me; 
Yet I love his parentSi since tiiey're his, altho' tiiey've 

ruin'd me, 
And I love my love, because I know my love loves me. 

Oh ! should it please the pitying Powers to call me to 

the sky, 
rd claim a guardian angePs charge around my loye to fly. 
To guard bun from all dangers, how happy should I be ! 
For I love my love, because I know my love loves me. 

ril make a strawy garland, I'll make it wondrous fine. 
With roses, lilies, daisies, I'll mis; the eglantine; 
And I'll present 4t to my love, when he returns from sea. 
For I ^ve my love, because I know my love loves me. 

Oh ! if I were a little bird, to build upon his breast; 
Or if I were a n^tingale, to sing my love to rest; 
To ga2e upon his lovely eyes, all my reward shoidd be; 
For I love my love, because I know my love loves me. 

r 

Oh ! if I were an eaele, to soar into the sky^ 

rd'gaze around with piercing eyes where I my love 

might spy; / 

But ab*! unhappy maiden! that love yoii ne'er 9fM seei^ 
Yet I love my love, because J know my love loves^me. 



^^^%%%%'V*%% 



MY LODGING^ &c. I 

, , * . — ' 

My lodging it is on the coId*gfoul«dt *^^;' t - ! 

And very hari^is my fare; 
But that which froubles memc^, is 

The unkindness of my dear: J 

Yet still I cry. Oh, tura, lovel . ' | 

And I pray thee, love, turn to mcj : ' { 

For thou art the man that 1 k>n^ lor; ' ^ 1 

Ai)d, alaek! what remedy? :' ' : I 

Vot. I. D d I 



I'll crown thee with a garland of straw tlien. 

And I'll marry thee with a rush-ring; 
My frozen hopea shall thnw then, 

And merrily we will sing. 
O turn to me, my dear love! 

And I pray thee, love, turn to me; 
For thou art the man that alone canst 

Procure my liberty. 
But if thou wilt harden thy heart still. 

And be deaf to my nitiful moan. 
Then I must endure the smart still. 

And tumble in Etmw all alone: 
Yet still I cry. Oh, turn, love! 

And I pray thee, love, turn to me; 
For tlioii art the man that alone art 

The cause of my mieery. 

SONG. 



Wouid'st tliou know her sacred channs. 
Who this destin'd heart Blarms, 
What kind of nymph the Heavens dei'ree, 
The maid that's made for love and me. 
Who pants to hear the sigh sincere, 
Who melts to see the tender tear. 
From each ungentle passion free ; 
That's the mud that's made for me. 
Who joys whene'er she sees me glad. 
Who sorrows when she sees nic sad; 
For peace and me can pomp resign, 
That^s the heart that's iqade for mine. 
Whose soul with gen'rous friendship glows. 
Who feels the blessing she bestows; 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
TliVt's the maid that's made for m 
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Whose genuine tfaoHehts devoid of art^ 
Are all the natives of her heart ; 
A ftimple train, from falsehood free. 
That's the nuud that's made for me. 

Avaunt ye light coquets, retire, 
Whom' glittering fops around admire; 
Unmov'd your tinsel charms I see. 
More genuine beauties are for me. 

Should love fantastic as he is, 

Raise up some rival to my bliss ; 

And should'she change — but can that he? 

No other maid b maoe for me. 



SONG. 
Tune—" Fltmen of the forest.^ 

1 HAVE seen the sadness 

Of love, and its gladness. 
Its shade and its sunshine, its growth and decay; 

But found its deceiving, 

Its joy and its grieving — 
A vision of slum^ that fades with the day* 

I have seen the roses. 

Which beauty disclo8e8> 
So blooming and sweet, like the blushes of May; 

But love swift retirii^, 

When youth is expiring. 
Takes the wiags of me morning and hies him away. 
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'ae happy hour. 



Tune—" The cock laird." 
The dark gray o' gloaming, 

The lone leafy shaw. 
The coo o' the ring dove. 

The scent o' the haw. 
The brae o' the burnie, 

A' blooming in flower. 
An' twa faithl'u' lovers. 

Make 4E HAPPY HOUft. 

A kind winsome wific, 

A clean canty hacne. 
An' sweet smiling babies 

To lisp the dear name; 
Wi' plenty o' labour, 

All' liealth to endure. 
Make tinie ro* around ay 

The AE HAPPY HOUlt. 

Ve lost to affection. 

Whom av'riee can iuotb, 

To woo, an' to marry. 
For a' thing but love; 

Awa' wi' your sorrows, 
Awa' wi' your store. 

Ye ken na the pleasures 



THE FLOWER OF YARROW. 



Go Yarrow flower, thou ahalt be blest. 
To lie on beauteous Mary's breast: 
Go Yarrow flower so sweetly smelling. 
Is there on eartik «o soft a dwelling? 
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Go lovely flower, thou prettiest flower. 
That ever smilM on Yarrow bower^ 
Qo daughter of the dewy morbiDg, 
With Aives' blush the fields adorning^ 

Go lovely rose, what dost thou here? 
Ling'ring away thy short-liv'd year, 
Vainly shining, idly blooming, 
Thy unenjoyed sweets consuming^ 

Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue. 
No hand to pull, no eye to view; 
What are thy charms no heart desiring? 
What profits btauty none admiring? 

Go Yarrow flower to Yarrow maid. 
And on her panting bosom laid. 
There all thy native form confessing, 
l*he charm of beauty is possessing. 

Come Yarrow maid from Yarrow ^Id, 
What pleasure can the desert yield? 
Come to my breast, 0! all excelling! 
Is there on earth so kind a duelling? 

Come, my dear maid, thon prettiest mtaig 
That ever smilM iik Yarrow shade; 
Come, sister of the dewy morning. 
With Alves' blush the (umce adorning^ 

Come lovely maid, love calls thee here^ 
Linger no more thy fleeting year. 
Vainly shining, idly blooming, ^ 
Thy unenjoyed sweets consuming* 

Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue. 
No hand to dress, no eye taview; 
What are thy charms no heart desiring 
What profits beauty none admiring? 

Dd J 
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Come Yarrow maid, with Yarrow rose^ 
Thy maiden graces all disclose; 
Come blest by all; to all a blessing, 
The charm of beauty is possessing. 



SONG. 

JOANNA BAIIXIE. 

Tune — ** Logan Braes/* 

Tho* richer swains thy love pursue. 
In Sunday gear and bonnets new; 
Ajid every fair before thee lay 
Their silken gifts with colours gay t 
They love thee not, alas! so well 
As one who sighs and dare not tell; 
Who haunts thy dwelling, night and noon. 
In tattered hose, and clouted shoon. 

I grieve not for my wayward lot. 
My empty folds, my roofless cot; 
Nor hatmil pity, proudly shown. 
Nor altered looks nor friendship flown; 
Nor yet my dog with lanken sides, 
VTho by his master still abides; 
But how will Nan prefer my boon» 
In tattered hose and clouted shoon ! 



CORN RIGS ARE BONNY. 

BAMSAY, 

My Patie is a lover gay. 
His mind is never muddy, 

His breath k sweeter than new hay, 
His fece is fairvand ruddy. 
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His shape is handsome middle nze; 

He's comely in his wa'kins; 
The shining of his een suxpnse; 

'Tis heaven to hear hira ta'klng. 

Last night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow com was growing. 

There monie a kindly word he spak^ 
That set my heart a<f lowin. 

He kiss'^d, and vow^d he would be mine^ 

And loo*d me best of ony; 
That gars me like to sing sinsyne^ 

O com rigs are bontde* 

Left maidens of a silly mind 
Refuse what meist thefre wanting^ 

Since we for yielding were des^'d. 
We chastely should be granting. 

Then Fll comply and marry Pate^ 

And syne my cockemony, 
He's free to Umtle air or late, 

While com rigs are bonnie. 



t. 







THE VICTIM OF %.GV&. 

(omoiNAU) 

^MoKo the tombs, like a young widow'd bride^ 
Fair Mary at erning sat weeping; 

Above her the wintfy winds sighed. 
Beneath her her lover lay sleeping. 

Cer the pest while her thou^ts wildly rov*d. 
Tear drops down her bosom came streamings 

Round the turf which invnqp'd her belov*4» 
Her eyes were in a^n^,-beaming« 



820 LOYE SONOfl« 

Her hcdr^ once in- gay ringlets bounds 
Disheveird and loosely vi^s flowinr^ 

To the breezes that diill'd all around. 
Her dark silken tresses were blowing. 

'' And art thou,*' she loudly did scream, 
** Now hid from thy Mary for ever; 

Awake my belov'd from thy dream, 
Or life shall this breast cherish a^er." 

Thus shrieking she'fell on his tomb, 
Nor mark'd she the dawn of the- morrow;' 

She fell in vimnity's bloom, 
A victim oflove, and of sorrow. 

Released from the shades of the night, 
This life's woful troubles all over; 

On the soft downy wings of delight. 
Her soul sprung on high to her lover. 

R 

SONG. 

rAa^ilton of bancourV 
Tune...** She rose and let me in^ 

Ye shepherds of this pleasant vale • 
Where Yarrow streams along. 

Forsake your rural teils^ and join 
With my enraptur'd song. 

She grants, she yields; one heavenly smile 

Atones for long delays. 
One happy minute crowns the pains 

Of many suffering days. 

Raise, raise the victor notes of joy. 
These suffering days are o'er. 

Love satiates now his boundless wish' 
From beauty's boundloBS store. 
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No doubtful hopes, no auxtou^ fean 

This ridng calm destroy. 
Now every prospect smiles around 

All opening into joy^ 

The sun with double lustre shone, 

That dear consenting hour, 
Brighten'd each hill, and o^er each yale 

New coloured every flower; 

Thje gales dieir gentle sighs witheld^ 

No leaf was seen to move, 
The hov'ring songsters round were mute> 

And wonder hush'd the grove. 

The hills and dalea no more resound 

With lambkin^B tender cry. 
Without one murmur Yarrow stole 

In dimpling silence by* 

All nature seem'd in still repose, 

Her voice alone to hear, 
That gently roUM the tuneful wave 

Along to bless my ear: 

" Take, take, whateW of bliss or joy 

You fondly fancy mine, 
Whate'er of joy or bliss I boast 

I render wholly thine.'* 

The woods struck up to the soft gale« 

The leaves were seen to move, 
The featlier'd choir resum'd their voice, 

And wonder fillM the grove. 

The Mils and dales again resound 

With lambkins' tender cry. 
With all his murnmrs Yarrow trillM 

The song of triumph by. 
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AboT^ beneatb, around, all on^ 
Was verdure, beauty, son^, 

I snatch'd her to my trembbog breast. 
All nature joy'd along. 



SONG^ 

Co&lGlNAt.) 

Tune — ** She rote and let me in," 

Had I ne'er seen thee sweet Catharine, 

Or seeing lov'd thee less ; 
Hadst thou not smil'd like beauty's self^ 

In all thy loveliness, 
I had not felt what now I feel. 

My thoughts had still been free; 
But since the hour I saw thee sniile. 

My every thought's with thee. 

Who feels — ^perhaps thou ne'er shalt know. 

Or knowing, ne er may'st see; 
Tbis thou may'st know, that there is one 

Whose ev'ry thought's with thee. 
Should'st thou not know, turn memory's page. 

And read it o^er and'o'er; 
Think on the pleasures love has given. 

Or love has yet in store. 

Think on the days when love and life. 

With all their^joys were new ; 
When love with all his hours of bliss. 

As from enchantment grew ; 
When life was like a fairy land. 

Or like a dream of blissj 
Where every scene exalts the soul 

To perfect happiness. 
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Think then on one, perchstnce thouloVdst} 

Who doated on thy smile. 
And ever gaz'd with fqnd delight. 

On all Uiy charms the while. 
If he's forgot thou'rt not to blame* 

Nor is the fault with me; 
For who ere saw thee, lovely maid, 

And ceased ^q ^ink jon thee. 

A- 
HAY'S BONNIE LASSIE. 

RAMSAY^ 

By smooth winding Tay a swain was reclining. 
Aft cried he. Oh hey ! maun I still live pining 
Mysell thus awa', ^nd daurna discover 
To my bontHe Hay that I am her lover? 

Nae mwr it will hide, the flame waxes stronger; 
If she's not my bride, Jny days are no longer; 
Then I'll tak' a heart, and try at a venture, 
Maybe, e'er we part, my vows may content her. 

She's fresh as the Spring, and sweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and sing, bidding day a good-mor- 

The swajrd of the mead, enamell'd wi' daisies, 
Looks withered and dead when twin'd of her graces. 

But if she ^pear where verdure invites her. 
The fountains run clear, and flowers smell the sweeter; 
'Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a-flowing. 
Her smiles and bright eye set my spirits a-glowmg. 

The mwr that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded. 
Struck dumb wi' amaze, my mind is confounded; 
fm a* in a fire dear mjud to caress ye^ 
For a' my desire is Hay's bonnie lassie. 



9S4 IrOVE SONGS. 

SONG. 

Tune—" / tvish my love were in a mire J* 

Btjbst as th' immortal gods is he» 
The youth who fondly sits by thee» 
And hears and slees thee all the while 
Softly speak and sweetly smile! 

*Twa8 this bereaved my soul of rest, 
And raisM such tumults in my breast; 
For while I gazM in transport tost. 
My breath was gone, my Toice was lost : 

My bosom glowM; the subtle flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkness hung. 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung; 

In de¥ry damps my limbs were chill'd^ 
My blood with gentle horrors thrilPd* 
My feeble pulse forgot to play, 
I fainted* sunk, and died an ay.. 



SONG. 

ftAMSAY. 

Tune — ** The rock and wee pickle t0w** 

I HAE a green purse and a wee pickl^ goud, 
A bonny piece land, and planting onH, 

It &ttens my flocks, and my barns it has stow'd; 
But the best thing of aN yet wanting on^t : 

To grace it, and trace it, and gie me delight. 

To bless me, and kiss mc, and comfort my sight,. 

With beauty by day, and kindness by night. 
And nae mair my lane gang saunt'ring on't. 

My Christy is charming, and good as she's fair; 

Her een and her mouth arc enchanting sweet ; 
She smiles me on fire, her frowns gi'e despair; 

I love while my heart gaes panting wi't^, 



• 

Thou fairest and deamt delight of my mind. 
Whose gracious embraces by Heav'n were designed 
For happiest transports, and blisses refin'd, 
Nae langer delay thy granting sweet. 

For trust me sweet Christy, my shepherds and hindi^ 

Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine; 
Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills ow minds. 

Our days shall with pleasure and plenty shine. 
Then hear me, and cheer me with smiling consent. 
Believe me, and give me no cause to lament^ 
Since I ne'er can be happy till thou say, Content, 
I'm pleas'd with ray Jamie, and he shall be mine. 



THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 

tUKNINGHAM. 

Her sheep had in dusters crept close to the groye^ 

To hide from the rigours ot day ; 
And Phillis herself, in a woodbine alcov^ 

Among the sweet violets lay; 
A youngling, it seems, had been stole from its dam, 

('Twxxt Cupid and Hymen a plot,) 
That Corydon might, as he searched for his kunb. 

Arrive at the critical spot. 

As thro' the gay^hedge for his lambkm he peeps. 

He saw the sweet maid with surprise; 
•* Ye gods! if so killing," he cried, "when 8h*e sleeps, 

" I'm lost when she opens her eyes 1 
^ To tarry much Idnger would hazard my heart, 

•* I'll onward my lambkin- to trace:'* 
In vain honest Corydon strove to depar^ ^ 

For love held him nail'd to the place. 
Vol. I. E e 
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^ Hush, hash'd be these binb, what a bawling they 
" keep, 

" (He cry'd,) you're too loud on the spray ; 
^^ Dont you see, foolish lark, that the charmor's asleep ! 

** You'll awi^e her as sure as 'tis day : 
^ How dare that fond butterfly touch the sweet maid! 

** Her cheek he mistakes for a rose; 
^ rd put him to death, if I was not afi'aid 

^ My boldness would break her repose.** 

Young Phillis look'd up with a langsiishtng smile: 

** Kind shepherd," she said, ** ypu nlistake; 
* I laid myself down just to rest ine a while; 

^ Bat trust me have still been awake;" 
Hie shepherd took coufage, advanc'd with a bow. 

He plac'd himself close by her side ; 
And managed the matter I cannot tell how. 

But yesterday made her his bride. 



SONG. 

That Jenny^s my friends my delight, and my pride, 
I always have boasted, and seek not to hide; 
I dwell 00 her praises, wherever I go ; 
They say I'm in lov^, but I answer, No, no ; 

They say Pm in hve, intt I anstvery JVb, no. 

At ev'iung ofttimes, with what pleasure I see 
A note from her hand, ^ TU be with yon at tea !^ 
]^u heart how it bounds when I hear her below ! 
Bursay not ''tis Ipye, for I answer. No, no ; 
But say^ &c. 

She sings me a song, and I echo its strain ; 
Acain, I cry Jenny, sweet Jenny, again : 
I l«0s her sweet lips, as if there I could grow; 
But say not 'tis love, for I answer. No, no ; 
But say, &c. 



Lovs aoHM* 9S7 

She tells me her faults as she sits on my knae^ 
I chide her, and swear she's an angel to ma^ 
My shoulder she taps, and still bids ma think lot 
Who knows but she loves, tko' she answers. No, nof 
Who knowty &c» 

From beauty and wit, and good humour, ah why 
Should prudence advise, and compel me to fly ; 
Thy bounty, O Fortune, make haste to bestow, 
And let me deserve her, or still I'll lay. No; 

4nd let me deserve heVf or tttU PU sa^p Nft, 

OMNIA VINCIT AMOR. 
« Tune— ^ Katherine Ogie** 

As I went forth to view the spring, 

Which Flora had adorned 
In raiment fair; now every thing 

The rage of winter scorned ; 
I cast mine eye, and did espy 

A youth who made great clamouri 
And drawing nig^, I heard him cry, 

Ah! omnia tmnt amorp 

Upon his breast he lay alongy 

Hard by a raurm'ring river, 
And mournfully hb doleful song 

With sighs be did deliver; 
Ah ! Jennv's face Ha* comelv grace, 
t Her locks that shine lilr^ lamer, 

With burning rajrs have rtt my cbys; 

For efmnia vincU amor, . 

Herglandng een like comets sheen, 

The morning sun outshining. 
Have pierc'd my heart, with Cupid's dart. 

Ana make me die with pining. 
Durst I complain Nature's to blame, • 

So curiously to frame her. 
Whose beauties rare, make me with care, 

Cry, omnia vincit amor. 
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Ye crystal streams that swiftly glide, 

Be partners of my mourning, 
Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide. 

Condemn her for her scorning; 
£>et every tree a witness be. 

How Justly I may blame her; 
Ye chanting birds, note these my words. 

Ah 1 omnm viTtcii amor^ 

Had she been kind as she was fair. 

She long had been admired. 
And been ador*d for virtues rare. 

Which of life now makes me tired. 
Thus said, his breath b^gan to fdl. 

He could not speak but stammer; 
He sigh'd full sore, and said no more> 

But omnia vmcU amor* 

When I obsenr'd him near to death, 

I ran in haste to save him. 
But quickly he resign'd his breath. 

So deep the womid love jsnre him. 
Now for hb sake this vow Vi\ noake^ 

Mv tongue shall ay defiune her» 
While on his hearse, HI write this vene^ 

Ah ! omma vinck amor. 

Straight I considered in my mind 

Upon the matter rig^tlv. 
And found, though Cupid he be blind. 

He proves in pith most mu^ty. 
For warlike Mars, and thun^ring Jove, 

And Vulcan with his hammer. 
Did ever prove the slaves of love ; 

For omnia vincli amor/ 

Hence we may see th' effects of love, 
* Which ^ods and men keep uncier. 
That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break asunder : 
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Nor wise nor iocH need go to school 
To learn this from his grammar; 

His heart's ^e book where he's to look 
For omnia vincit amor. 



»%<^^»%»%»i 



THE WOODS O' THE GLORAT. 

MtJIft. 

(origin AIm) 

Tune—" T^ Bankt <f the Devon^* 

The woods o' the Glorat, the braes rude and craggj-, 

Have charms will for ever be dear unto me; 
These woods an* these braes they encircle my Peggy;-* 

Even Venus herself was not fairer than she. 
She is straight and she's tall as the pine in the valley, 

That waves its high head to the soft swelling breeze; 
My fancy around her is fluttering daily, 

A fondness that robs me for ever of ease. 

She is. sweet as the primrose, wi' dews o* the mcmiing 

Hung roun* its soft blossom beneath a lone spray; 
Her eye is as mild as Uie sun-beam adorning 

The grey misty mountain wi' new-coming day; 
She is kind as the dam on the hills high above her, . 

When mourning its offsprinp if absent a while ; 
The tale o' distress, or the plaints o' a lover, 

Can move her compassion, or soften her smile. 

She is all I would wish, ah! to make me contented. 
She b all that perfection can model to me ; 

I see in my P^gy, though lately acquainted. 
How happy w Peggy's embraces I'd be. 

She is doom'd to depart ffae the woods o the Glpra^ 
An' leave a* the bushes to sieh for her charms, 

She is doom'd to depart^but tho' nature deplore it. 
Exulting Pll clasp the dear nymph to my arms, 

£e9 
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THE HAPPY MARRIAGE. 

EDWABD XOOBE. 

How blest has my time been ? what jojs have I knowOf 
Since wedlock's soft bondage made Jessy my own? 
So joyful my heart is, so easy my chain. 
That freedom is tastdess, and roving a pain« 
ThaJtfireedom^ &C. 

Thro' walks grown with woodbine, as often we stray. 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play; 
How pleasing their sport is! the wanton ones see» 
And borrow their looks from my Jessy and ma 
And borrow, &c 

To try her sweet temper, oftdmes I am seen. 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the green; 
Tho' punful my absence^ my doubts she beguiles. 
And meets me at night with complacence and smiles* 

What tho' on her cheeks the rose loses its hue. 
Her wit and good humour bloom all the year du*o': 
Time still, as he flies, adds increase to her truth. 
And gives to her mind what h^ steals from her youth. 
And ^veSi &c^ 

Ye shq>herds so gay, who make love to ensnare. 
And cheat with mlse vows, the too credulous &M*; 
In search of truue pleasure, how vainly you roam«' 
To hold it for life, you must find it at home. 
To holdf&e. 



GRAMACHREE. 

MB. rOE« 

As down on Sanna*^ baoks I strayMi^ 

One evening in May, 
The little birds in blythest note^ 

Made jocal every spray; 
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Thev sung tfadr little talet of lava, 

They sung them o^er and o'eTi 
Ah Gramat^ree, ma CoUeenougfufp 

Ma Molly Alitor el 

The daisy pied, and all the fweett 

The dawn of nature yields; 
The primrose pale, the vilet blue^ 

Lay scattered o'er the fields: 
Such fragrance in the bosom lies 

Of her whom I adore. 
Ah Gramachree^ See, 

I laid me down upon a banki 

Bewailing my sad fate. 
That doomM roe thus the slave of love^ 

And cruel Mollv*s hate: 
How can she break the honest heart 

That wears her in its core? 
Ah Gramachreef Ac, 

You said you lor'd me, Molly dear; 

Ah! why did I believe? 
Yet who could think such tender words 

Were meant but to deceive? 
That love was all I askM on earth) 

Nay, heav'n could ^ve no more« 
iJA Granuxchree, &c. 

Oh had I all the flocks that graze 

On yonder verdant hill, 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds 

That yon green pasture fill; , 
With her I love I'd gladly share 

My kine and fleecy store. - * 

Ah Gramachree, &c. 

Two turtle-doves above my head 

Sat courting on a bough; 
I envied not tneir happiness. 

To see them bill and coo: 
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Such fondness once for me she shew'd; 
But now, alas ! 'tis o'er. 
Ah Gnmaehree^ && 

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear. 
Thy loss I e*er ^all mourn; 

Whilst life remains in Strephon's heart, 
'Twill beat for thee alone : 

Tho' thou art false, may heaven on thee 
Its choicest blessings pour ! 
Ah GramachreeyScCm 



SONG. 

When summer comes, the swmns on Tweed 

Sing their successful loves. 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 

And music fills the groves. 

But my lov'd song is then the broom 

So fair on Cowden-knowes ; 
For sure, so sweet, so soft a bloom. 

Elsewhere there never grows. 

There Colin tun'd his oaten reed. 

And won my yielding heart; 
No shepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, 

Could play with half such art. 

He sung of Tay, of Forth and Clyde, 

The hills and dales all round. 
Of Leader haughs, and Leader side. 

Oh ! how I bless'd the sound. 

Yet more delkhtful is the broom 

So fair on Cowden-knowes; 
For sure, so fresh, so bright a bloom, 

Elsewhere there never grows. 
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!?ot Tiviot braes, to green and gay, 

Mi^ with this broom compare; 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry M ay» 

Nor the bush aboon Traquair. 

More pleasing far are Cowden-lcnowesy 

My peaceful happy home. 
Where I was wont to milk my e^es, 

At e'en amang the broom. 

Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 

Where Tweed and Hviot flows, 
Convey me to the best of swains. 

And my lov'd Cowden-knowes. . 



SONG. 

Defend my heart, benignant pow'rs. 

From am'rous looks and smiles; 
And shield me, in my gayer houfs. 

From love's destructive wiles: 
In vain let sighs and melting tears 

Employ their moving art. 
Nor may delusive oaths and pray'rs 

E'er triumph in my heart. 

Let others, fond of empty prais^ 

Each wanton art duplay, 
While fops and fools in raptures gaze. 

And sigh their souls away: 
Far other dictates I pursue, 

(My bliss in virtue plac'd)» 
And seek to please the wiser few^ 

Who real worth can taste. 

To fly like bird, from grove to grove. 

To wander like the bee; 
To sip of sweets, and taste of love. 

Is not enough for roe: 
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No fluttering panions wake my breast; 

I wish the place to findy 
Where (ate may give me peace and rest^ 

One shepherd to my mmd. 

To every youth Fll not be gay. 

Nor try on all my pow'r; 
Nor future pleasures throw away, t 

In toyii^ for an hour. 
J would not reign the general toast. 

Be prais*d by all the town ; « 

A thousand tongues on me are lost, 

ril hear but only one. 

For which of all die 6att'ring train. 

Who swarm at beauty's shrine. 
When youth's ga^ charms are in the wane, 

Will court their sure decline? 
Then fops, and wits, and beaux forbear. 

Your arts will never do; 
For one fond youth shall be my care. 

Life's chequered season through. 

My little heart shall love a home, 

A warm and shelter'd nest; 
No giddy flights shall make roe roami 

From where J most am blest: 
Widi love, and only that, dear swain. 

What tranquil joys I see! 
Farewell ye fiilse inconstant train ! 

For one is all to me. 



SUSANNA. 

GAY. 

'TwAS when the seas were roaring 
With hollow blasts of wind^ 

A damsel lay deploring, « 

All on a rock reclin'd; 
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Wide o'er the foaming billows. 

She cast a wishM look; 
Her head was crown'd with willows 

That trexnbPd o'&r the brook. 

Twelve months were gone and over. 

And nine long tedious days; 
Why didst thou ineht'Toos lover, 

Why didst thou trust the seas? 
Cease, cease, thou troubled ocean. 

And let my lover rest; 
Ah ! what^ thy troubled motion 

To that withid my breast? 

The merchant^ robbM of treasure. 

Views tempests with despaur; 
But what's the loss of treasure 

To losing of my dear? 
Should you some coast be laid otfy 

Where gold and diamonds gfbw. 
You'd find a richer maiden. 

But none thai loves you so. 

How can they say that nature 

Has nodiirig made in vaix»? 
Why then, beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes the rodcs discover 

That lurk beneath tber deep^ 
To wredL die wand'ring lover. 

And leave the maid to weep. 

Thus melancholy lying, 

llius wailM she for het* dear^ 
Ecpaid each blast with sighing. 

Each billow with a tear: 
When o'er the white waves stoopiilg> 

His floating corpse she spied; 
Then, like a lily drooning, 

Sike boVd her headr--aod died. 



The merchant to Eecure his treasure. 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name: 

Eupheha serves to grace my measure; 
But Cloe is my real flame. 

My wftcst verse, mj darling lyre. 

Upon Eiiphelia's toilet 1a^; 
Wlien Chloe noted her desire 

That I should sing, that I should play- 

My lyre 1 tune, niy voice I raise. 
But with my numbers mix my sighs : 

And whibc I sing Eupheha'a praise, 
I fix my soul on Cloe's eyes. 

Pair Cloe blush'd ; Euphelia frown'd : 
I sung and gaz'd ; I play'd and trembl'd : 

And Venus, to the loves around 

Remark'd how ill we ail dissembled. 



SONG. 



Soon as the day begins to waste, 
Straight to the well known door I hnstc. 

And rapping, there I'm forc'd to stay. 
While Molly hides her work with care. 
Adjusts her tud^er and her bair. 

And nimble Beckie scoun afray. 
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SntViQg, t see in Molly's eyes 
A sudden smiling joy arise, 

As quickly check'd by virgin shame: 
She drops a curt'sy, steals a glance. 
Receives a kiss, one step advance^ 

If such I love, am I to blame? 

I sit, and talk of twenty things. 

Of South-Sea stock, or death of kings, 

While only Yes or No cries Molly; 
As cautious she conceals her thoughts. 
As others do their private faults; 

Is this her prudence, or her folly? 

Parting, I kiss her lip and cheek, 
I hang about her snowy neck. 

And ssfY, FareweU, my dearest Molly 
Yet still I hang, and still I kiss^ 
Ye learned sages, say, is this 

In me th' effect of love, or folly? 

No; both by sober reason move, 
She prudence shows, and I'trpe love. 

No charge of folly can be laid : 
Then, till the marriage rites proclaimed 
Shall join our hands, let us be nam*d. 

The constant swain and virtuous ip£udi 



SONG. 
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Yks, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Jessv has imdone me; 

And yet I'll swear I can^t tell hoW| 
The pleasing plague stole on me* 

VoL.L Ff 8 
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'Tis not her face that love creates, 

For there no graces revel; 
'Tis not her shape, for there the fates. 

Have rather been uncivil. 

.'Tis not her ail, for sure in that 

There's nothing more than eommonj 
'Tis not her sense, for that's but chat. 

Like any other woman. 
Her voice, her touch, might g^re th' alarm; 

Tis hoth perhaps, or neither; 
In short, 'tis that provoking charm 

Of Jessy altogether. 



^ARD is the fate of him who loves. 
Yet dares not tell his trembling paiHi 

&iit to the sympathetic eroves. 
But to the lonely list^ing plaia. 

Oh, when she blesses nest jour shade. 
Oh, when her footsteps next are seen 

In flow'ry tracks along the mead. 
In fresher mazes o'er the green; 

Ve gentle spirits of the vale. 

To whom the tears of love are dear, 

From dying lilies waft a gale. 
And sigh niy sorrows in her ear. 

Oh, tell her what the cannot blame. 
Though fear my toiwQe must ever bind; 

fM, tell ner, that my virtuons flame 
Is M her spotless soul refia'd. 
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Not her own guardian angel, eye» 

With chaster tenderness his care. 
Not purer her own wishes rise. 

Not holier her own thoughts in prayer. 

Bat if at first, her viigin fear. 
Should start at love's suspected name, 

With that of friendship soothe her ear-^ 
True love and friendship are the same. 



BONG. 

On the wild braes of Calder, I found a fair lily. 

All drooping with dew in the breath of the morvkf 
A lily more fair never bloomM in the valley. 

Nor rose, the gay garden of art to adorn. 
Sweet, sweety was the fragrance this lily diflused. 

As blushing, all lonely, it rose on the view, 
fiat scanty its shelter, to repdles ei^posed. 

And every chill blast from the cold north that blew. 

Beneath yon green hill, a small field I had planted. 

Where the light leafy ha^ hangs over tne bum; 
And a flower such as this, to complete it, was wanted, 

A flower ihat might mark the gay season's return, 
Stn^ht home to adorn it, I bore this fair lily, 

Wnere, at mom,andat even, I have watch'd it with care; 
And bloBsomii^ still, it .is queen of the valley. 

The glory of Spring, and the pride of the year. 



SMILING NANNBTTE. 

Nannbttb, in the gEurraent of poverty clad, 
Has an eye ever smiling, a heart ever glad; 
Life's cares she defies, and she laughs at the wini^ 
For health guards her body, and virtue her mind. 
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To rite with the lark, and to join in his tang, 
She loves to he early the woodlanib among. 
Of niral conteot you'll in rain try to g« 
A brighter einmpte than irailing Nanoette. 

The ilew-ilrop of morning illumM by the sun. 
Resembles her eye, when her labour is done; 
And the oiild sumnier's eve, when the stin goei to res! 
!s not more seret»e thnn her innotont breast. 
Forbear thm to tempt me with splendour or wealth. 



In the gmteful endeBnncnts of smiling Nannette. 



WANDERING WILLIE. 



lIuRK iiwn, there awa, wandering Willie; 

Here awB, there awn, hand ovia hsmei 
Conic to my bosom, my nin only dearie. 

Tell me thou bring'st nie iny Willie the «i 
Winter winds blew loud and cauld at o 

Fears for my Willie brought tears in . 
Wt'Icome now simmer, and wclcume my Will 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

HiuCl'twild storms, in the cave of your slun 
• How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 
Waukeii yc breezes, row gently ye billows, 

And wnft my dear laddie ance mair to my M 
Btit oh ! If he's faithless, and minds na his NUI 

Flow still initween us, thou wide roaring a 
May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

pM, dying, believe that my Willie's my ain.' i 
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MY NATIVE CALEDONIA. 
Tune—" The Ihaky Glen^ 
Saul «ur was my heart, when I parted frae my Jean, 
An* swr sair I sigh'd whUe the tears stood in my een, 
For my daddie is but poor, and my fortune is sae sma', 
It gars me leave my native Caledonia. 
Xl^en I think on days now gane, an' sae happy's I hae 

been, 
While wand'ring wi' my dear, where the primrose blaws 

unseen, 
I'm wae to leave my lassie, and my daddie's simple ha". 
Or the hills an' healthfu' breeze o* Caledonia. 

Bat wherever I wander, still happy be my Jean, 

Nae care disturb her bosom, where peace has everljeen; 

Then tho' ills on ills befa' me, for her I'll bear them a', 

Though aft I'll heave a sigh for Caledonia. 

But should riches e'er be mine, and my Jeanie still be 

true, 
Then blaw ye fav'ring breezes, till my native land I view; 
Then I'll kneel on Scotia's shore, while the heartfelt 

tear shall fa', 
And never leave my Jean, nor Caledonia. 



1 



HARK, HARK FROM THE SHORE ! 

a. FOaBESTER. 

Hark, Hark from the shore ! 'tis a perishing cry ! 

It is nigjit, and the storm rages wild: 
'lis some poor founder'd bark, and no help for them 
nigh, ^ 

Haste Nancy, O run my dear child. 

Haste Nancy, O run my dear child. 

Nan flew to the beach, where the proud swellmg wave 

Came rolling, and broke on the shore. 
Agaio the voice loudly cried. Help me, O save--- • 

yi, oeas'd midst the waves' dashing roar. 

Pf5 
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And now the rude swell brought the object in view,— 

Bhe rueh'd id, the vii-tiui to tave; 
The youth faintly ucter'd, Heav'ns ! Kqd, is it you ! 

He gTBsp'd her, and sunk in the wave. 

The mother came weeping, no Narcy could find. 
She wander'd and tcreani'd on the shore; 

Till the dawn of the morn, like a epirit unkind, 
Show'd a wreck, and tlie lovers no more. 



KIND ROBEST LOES ME. 

Robin is my onlv jo. 

For Robin has the art to loc; 

Sae to his suit I mean to bow, 

Because 1 ken he loes me. 
Hnppy happy was the show'r. 
That led me to his birken bow'r, 
Whare first of love I fand the pow'r. 

And kend that Robm loed me. 

they speak of napkins, speak of rmgl, 
Speak of gloves and kissing strings; 
And name a thousand bonnie things. 

And ca' them signs he loes mej 
But Fd prefer a smak o' Rob, 
When seated on the velvet f<^; 
To gifts as lang'e a plaiden wdi, 

Because I ken he loes me. 

He's tall and sonsy, frank and free, 
Loed by a', and dear to mc, 
Wi' hitn I'd live, wi' him Fd die. 

Because my Robin loes ine. 
My titty Mary said to me. 
Our courtship but a joke wad be. 
And I ere lang be made to see, 

That Robin did na loe me, . 
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But little kens she what has been 
Me and my honest Rob between,' 
And in his wooing, O sae keen. 

Kind Robin is that loes me* 
Then fly ye lazy hours away, 
And hasten on the happy day, 
When ** Join your hancU," Mess John shall say, 

And mak him mine that loes me. 

Till then let every chance unite, 
To fix our love and give delight. 
And ril look down on such wi' spite, 

Wha doubt that Robin loes me. 
O hey Robin, quo she, 
O hey Robin, quo she, 
O hey Robin, quo she. 

Kind Robin loes me. 



^%%^^%'»% %% 



I DO CONFESS THOITRT SMOOTH AND FAIR. 

SIB BOBERT AYTON. ' 

I DO confess thou'rt smooth and fair. 
And I might have gone near to love theo; 

Had I not found the slightest prayer 

That lips could speak, had power to move thee: 

But I can let thee now alone. 

As worthy to be lov'd by none. 

I do confess thou*rt sweet, yet find 
Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets. 

Thy favours are but like the wind. 
That kisscth every tiling it meets. 

And since thou canst with more than onc^ 

Thou'rt worthy to be kiss'd by none. 



1 LOVE SONUS. 

The momine rose, that untouch' J Hands, 
Arm'd with her briars doth sweetly sniell,- 

But pluck'd and atrain'd through ruder hands. 
Her sweets no longer wJth her dweSI; 

But lucent and beauty both are gone. 

And leaves Tall from her, one by one. 

Such fate, ere long, will thee betide. 
When thou ha^t handled been awhile! 

Like sere flowers to be thrown aside. 
And I shall sigh, while some will smile 

To see thy love to every one 

Hath brought thee to be lov'd by none! 



MERRY MAY THE KEEL ROWE. 

As I came down the Canno-gate, 

The Canno.eate, the Canno-gate, 
As I came down the Canno-gate, 
I heard a lassie sing, O; 
Merry Tiiay Uis keel rmve. 

The keH rouie, Ote keel rovie, 
Merry Jiiar/ tie keei rowe. 
The ship that mi/ love^i in. Of 

Mv love has breath o* rosec, 



A dimple on his chin, O. 
Merry taat/, ^e. 






MARY'S DREAM. 

The moon had climb'd the highest hill. 

That rises o'er the source of Dee, 
And from the eastern summit shed 

Her silver light on tow'r and tree : 
When Maiy laid her down to sleep, 

Her thoughts on Sandv far at Aca ; 
When soft and low a voice was heard. 

Say, Mary weep no more for me. 

She from her pillow gentiv rait'd 

Her head, to ask who there might bej 
She saw young Sandy shiv'ring stand, 

With visage pale and hollow e'e) 
O Mary dear, cold ii my clay, 

It lies ben^th a stormy sea; 
Far far from thee f sleep in death, 

So, Mary, weep no more for me. 

Three stormy nights and stormy days 

We toss'd upon the raging main. 
And long we strove our bark to save. 

But all our striving was in vain. 
' Ev'n then, when horror chill'd nry bloody 

My heart was fiU'd with love (or theet 
The storm is past, and I at rest, 

So, Mary, weep no more for me. 

O maiden dear, thyself prepare. 

We soon shall meet upon that shore 
Where love is free from doubt and care^ 

And thou and I shall part no more. 
lA)ud croVd the cock, the shadow fled, 

No more of Sandy could she see| 
But soft the passing spirit said, 

^ Sweet Mary, weep no mor^ for me!*' 
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THE MAID THAT TESTDS THE GOATS. 



Up among yon ulifty rorks, 

Sweetly rin^s the rising echo, 
To the maid that tends the goata. 
Lilting o'er hn- native aotet. 

Hark, she angs, " Young Sandy's kind, 
An' he's promU'd ay to loe ne; 

Here's b brotch I ne'er shall tine. 

Till he's fairly married to me; 
Drive away ye drone Time, 
An' bring about our bridal day. 

" Sandy lierds a flock o' sheep, 
Afteii does he blaw the whiBtle, 

In a strain sae saftly sweet, ^ 

{•ammies iist'Ding daurna bleat. 
He's as fleet's the inount4iin roe. 

Hardy as the hi^land heather. 

Wading through the'winter snow, 

Keeping ay his flock together; 

Sut B |)!sid, wi' bare houghs. 

He braves the bleakest norlia blast. 

" Brawly he can dance and sing 
Conty glee or highland cronach; 

Nanc can ever match his fling. 

At a reel, or round a ring; 
Wightly can he wield u rung. 

In a brawl he's ay the bangster: 
A' his praise can ne'er be sung 
By tlie langest-winded sangstef. 

Aangs ihat sing o' Sandy 

f 'ooie short, though they were e'er sac Im 
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ALLAN WATER, 

&AMSAY. 

What numbei^ shall the muse repeat ! 

What verse be found to praise my Annie ! 
On her ten thousand graces wait; 

Each swain admires, and owns she's bonnilf/ 
Since first she! trode the happjr plain^ 

She set each youthful heart on fire; 
£ach nymph does to her swain eomplain^ 

That Annie kindles new desire* 

xhis lovely darling dearest care. 

This new delight^ this charming Anhie^ 
Like summer's dawn, she^s fresh and fau*^ 

When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye* 
All day the am'rous youths convene. 

Joyous they sport and play before her^ 
All mght, When she no more is seen, 

In blis^ul dreams they still adore her* 

Among the crowd Amyntor came, 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to An^e^ 

His rising sighs express his flames 
His words were feW, his wishes many. 

With smiles the lovely maid repliM, 
Kind shepherd, why should I deceive ye? 

Alas! your love must be deny'd, 

l*his destin'd breast caA ne er relieve ye^ 
-> 
Young DamiVn'came with Cupid's art, 

his wiles;'his smiles, his charms beguiling^ 
He stole away my virgin heart; 

Cease, poor Amyntor! cease bewailing; 
Some brighter beautv you Viky find^ 

On yonder plain tne nymjpihs are many; 
Then choose some heart that's u^confin'd, 

A^nd leave to Damon his own Annies 
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WHEN ABSENT FROM THE NYMPH. 

Tune — " O Jean, Hove thee" 

When absent froiu the nymph I love, 

I'd fain shake ofTthe chaina I wear; 
Bui whilst I strive these to remove. 

More fetters Fm ohlig'ti to bear, 
Mf captiv'd fancy ilay und night, * 

Fairer and fairer represents 
Belinda form'd For dear delight, 

But cruel cause of my complaints. 

All day I wander through the groves. 

And sighing hear from every tree 
The happy birds chirping their lovei^ 

Happy coTupar'd nith lonely me. 
When gentle sleep with balmy wing^ 

To refit fans every wearied wight, 
A thousand fears my fancy brings, 

That keep me watching all the night 

Slpep flies, while like the goddess fair. 

And all the graces in her train. 
With melting smiles and killing air. 

Appears the cause of all my pain. 
A whde my mind delighted tfics 

O'er all her sweets with thrilling joy. 
Whilst want of worth makes doubts arise. 

That all my trembling hopes destroy. 

Thus, while my thoughts are fli'd on her, 

I'm all o'er transport and desire, 
My pulse beats high, my cheeks ^ipear 

All roses, and mine eyes all fire. 
When to myself I turn my view. 

My veins grow chitl, my che^s look maa. 
Thus, whilst my fears my pains renew, 

I scarcely look or move a man. 
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WITHIN THE VALE OF CLYDE. 
Tune—" Gramachree** 

• 

Admiring nature's simple charms^ 

I left my humble home. 
Awhile my country's peaceful plains 

With pilgrim step to roam : 
T mark'd the leafy summer wave 

On flowing Irvine's side, 
But richer fi^s the robe she wears. 

Within the vale of Clyde. 

I roam'd the braes of bonny Doon, 

The winding banks of Ayr, 
Where flutters many a small bird gaj'. 

Blooms many a floweret fair; 
But dearer far to me the stem 

That once was Calder*s pride, 
And blossoms now, (he fairest flower. 

Within the vale of Clyde. 

Avaunt! tliou life-repressing north ! 

Ye withering east winds too ! 
But come, thou all-reyiving west. 

Breathe soft thy genial dew; 
Until at length, in peaceful age» 

This lovely floweret shed 
Its last green leaf upon my tomb, ^ 

Within the vale of Clyde. 



<»»^>^^(i^»»»» 



HER ABSENCE WILL NOT ALTEE ME. 

Though distant far from Jesifs charms, 

I stretch in vain my longing arms; 

Though parted bv the deeps of sea. 

Her absence shall not alter me. 
jVoL.L Gg 

I 
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Though beauteous nymphs 1 see aroun.^ 
A ChTorii, Flora, might be found. 
Or PhiltiB with her roving eye. 
Her absence shell not alter me. 
A fiurer face, a sweeter imile. 
Inconstant lovers may bc^le. 



Nor shall her absence alter me. 
Though laid on India's burning coast, 
Or on the wide Atlantic tost. 
My mind Erom love no power could free. 
Nor could ber absence alter me. 
See how the ilovv'r that courts the sun, 
PuTHues him till his race is run; 
See how the needle seeks the pole. 
Nor distance con its jiower controul; 
Shall lifeless floWrs the sun pursue, 
The needle to the pole prove true. 
Like them shall 1 not faithful be. 
Or shall her absence alter me? 
Ask, who has seen the turtle dove 
Unfaithful to its marrow prove? 
Or who the bleating ewe has seen 
Desert her lambkin on the gfeen? 
Shall beasts and birds, inferior far 
To us, display their love and c«re?\ 
Shall thev in union sweet agree, 
d shall her 



And si 



her absence alter me? 



For conq'ring love is strong as death. 
Like veh'ment flames his pow'rful breath. 
Through floods unmov'd his course he ke^ 
Ev'n through the sea's devouring deq>9. 
His veh'ment flames my bosom burn, 
Unchang'd they blaze till thy return ; 
My faithful Jessy then shall see. 
Her aliscnce has not alter'd me. 
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MARY SCOT. 

Happy's the love which meets return. 
When m soft flames souls e^ual burn; 
But words are wanting to discover 
The torments of a hopeless lover. 
Ye registers of heaven relate. 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there see mark'd for my marrow 
Mary Scot, the Flower of Yarrow ? 

Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair; 
Her love th^ gods ^Jwve must share> 
While mortals with despair explore her. 
And at a distance due adore her. 
O lovdy maid, my doubts beguile^ 
Revive and bless me with a smile ^ 
Alas ! if not, you'll soon debar a 
Sighing swain the banks of Yarrow. 

Be hush, ye fears, I'll not despiur. 
My Mary's tender as she's faur; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguish, 
She is too good to let me languish: 
With success crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the sky; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow^ 
We'll m^e a paradise of Yarrow. 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O. 

BURNS. 

Th£&b*8 nought but care on ev'ry han'. 

In ev'ry hour that passes, O: 
What signifies the life o' man. 
An' were na for the lasses, O. 
Green grow the rasheg^ O, 

Green grow the rathet^ O, 
The 9weetett hours that ere Tspent^ 
Were spent among the iasset^ O. 



TTic warly race may riches cha-se, 

An' riches still maj fly tlicm, O; 
An' though at hist they CBtch them fast. 

Their hmrts con ne er enjoy them, O. 
Green groui, ^c. 
But gic mc a canny hour at e'en. 

My anrn about my dmrie, O; 
Aft' warly cam, an' wnrty men, 

May ^ pne tapsalti'erie, O. 
Greeii grow, Sfc. 
For you mic doiwe, ye mccr at this, 

Te'rc nought but senseless asaci "* 
The wisest man the warl' e'er saw 

He dearly lov'd (he lasses, O. 
Grc^n groa; Sfc. 
AulJ Nature swears, the lovely dean 1 

Her noblest work she classes, O; 
Her 'prentice hnn' she trfA od man. 

An' then she made the lasses, O. 
fr rrcn grow, 4^. 



TuNK— " I^h Errwh Side" 
YotrnG Pt^BJ blooms our bonniest itis^] 

Her blnsli is like the mornin', * 
The rosy dawn the springin' grass. 

With early tienis adornin'. 
Her eyes outiiliine tlie railianF baffna 

Thiit gild the passing shower. 
And glitter o'er the erystal streams. 

And rheer each fresh'ning flower. 
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Her lips more tban the cherriefl bright, 

A richer die has g^'d them, 
They charm th' admiring gazer's sight. 

And sweetly tempt to taste them. 
Her smile is as the ev'Ding mild, 

When feather'd pairs are courting. 
And little lambkins wanton wild. 

In playful bands disporting. 

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe, 

Such sweetness would relent her. 
As blooming spring unbends the brow 

Of surly, savage winter. 
Detraction's eye no aim can gain 

Her winning pow'rs to lessen; 
And fretful envy grinsr in vain. 

The poison'd tooth to fasten* 

Ye pow'rs of Honour, Love, and Truth, 

From ev'ry ill defend her; 
Inspire the highly favour'd youth 

The destinies intend her; 
Still fan the sweet connubial iiame 

Responsive in each bosom; 
And bless the dear parental name 

With many a filial blpsspm. 

SONG, 

CHABLES GRAY. 

The bloom o' youth's on Nancy's cheek. 

An' lo^e beams saitly in her e'e; 
Her auburn looks sae smooth an* sle^k, 

I own, hae quite enchanted me; 
Her cottage stands on yonder hiU, 

My way lies thro' yon lonesome grove; 
9ut, tho' the night's bfiitb dark an' chitt» 

{ will gae fee the lass I love ! 

Gg3 



■s o' the niglit. 



For what is w 
Or a' the M 
Or what is snaw, or what is sleet, 

When gaun to meet my heart's delight P 
Nor 9naw, nor sleet shnll Trighten oie, 

I'll tak' my plaid an' out I'll rove, 
ni pass the grove, an' hill sae hie. 
And syne Til see the lass I love ! 
Her een are tike twa blobs o' dew. 

That sparkle on the llow'ry thorn; 
Her breast is o' the lily's hue. 

Her face is fairer than the mom ; 
But a' her charms an' native grace 

Had never power my heart to move, 
Gif virtue too had not a place. 

In the sweet bonnic lass 1 love ! 
Ae kiss o' her sweet bonnie mou, 

A kind look frae her sparklin' e'e, 
A squeeze o' bcr f^r hand, I trow. 
Far, far owre-pays a' toil to me ! 
I envy not the rich or great, 

Sae lang as she does constant prove ; 
Far what is a' the pomp o' state. 
Compared wi' the sweet laes I love? 



MY APRON DEARIE. 

My sheep I neglected, and left ray sheop-hookj 
And all the gay haunts of my youth I forsook. 
No more for Amynta fresh garlands I wove. 
For ambition, I said, woold soaa eure me of love. 

O wkat had my t/oidh viiih mnMtion la do! 

Why left I Aai^nta! t^brcke I my vow! 

O give lae m^ theep, and my Aeep-Aoak rettwe. 

And ru wander Jrtm hve tmi Anu/tUa no more. 
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Through regions remote in vain do I rove. 
And bid die wide ocean secure me from love; 
O fool ! to imagine that ought can subdue 
A love so well founded, a passion so true. 

O what had, S^c, 

Alas ! 'tis too late at thy fate to repine; 
Poor shepherd! Amynta no more can be thine; 
Thy tears are all fruitless, thy wishes are vain, 
The moments neglected return not again. 

O what had, ^c. 



i%^%%^^^«%^^ 



SONG. 

XcKK — *^ Jockeys far aiva" 

(original.) 

There is a thought that leaves me not. 

It coils around my heart, 
And clings sae fondly to its hold, 

It never will depart; 
And while I muse it o'er with joy. 

The world is like a dream. 
And pleasure rolls away like time. 

In one unbroken stream. 

I ponder o'er't at other times. 

Till all the world's forgot. 
Its joys, its pains, its pleasures, all 

To me are as a blot. 
Around my heart *tb so cntwin'd, 

While thought remains •with me, 
It will reirunrty and soverdgn reign, 

For, Mary, it is Thee ! 
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MARY, LOVE ME ! 

By the kiss so truly tender, 

When the fond tear struggles out, 
By the thousand sighs we render, 

When convuls'd with maddening doubt- 
Maryy love me, only love mCy 

Love me tenderly and true ; 
Oh but love me, only love me. 
As, my Mury, I love you. 

By the feeling tinge of sadness. 
O'er thy brow so dearly dealt. 

By the melancholy madness. 
You and I so cm: have felt—. 
Mary, ^c. 

By the softness so endearing. 
O'er thy form and features, shed 

By the light of love, careering 
In thine eyes and round thy head— 
Mary,^c,' 



'»<»^%<»'%^%i%>» 



SONG. 

(OBIGINAL.) 

Tune-—** My ain kind Dearie, 01 



9» 



TvE seen the smiling summer sun 

Mdce nature's face a' cheary, O, 
And winter's cauld and gloomy face 

Make a' look dull and dreary, O ; 
These change with me when her I see. 

With whom I'm never weary, O, 
Her smiles make gay the winter day. 

Her frown makes summer dreary, 0« 



I 
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I find my joys are with her ptoc^d. 

And she kens that fei' clearly, O, 
For she takes pleasure sporting with 

The heart that ioes her dearly, O. 
For when she sits with snllen frown. 

My heart gangs tapsalteerie, O, 
And anxious seeks tne joy that*s flown^ 

The smiles o' my ain dearie, O. 

O warldly cares I hae my share. 

And are they've made me e^e, Oy 
An' made me fret aft wi' my lot. 

When a' look'd dull and drearie, 0« 
While travetfitig through life's wiklernesSy 

Ev'n sheuM my path be briery, O, 
ril be content if I possess 

The smil6s of my* aitx dearie, O. 

A* 



AH 'TIS FOR THEE I GRIEVE. 

PB0FE88OR W< SJIZTH, CAMBftlBGK. 

C Written for this Work, J 

TuNE«*r-" Robin Adair" 

Ah ! 'tis for thee I grieve, 

Mary, my love; 
Hope must no more deceiver- 
Mary, my love. 
Oh { had I ever guess'd 
Fortunes, like these distress'd, 
I ne'er my vows had prcss'd — 
Maiy, ray love. 
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Hwe in unnotic'd shade, 

Mary, my love. 
Here must thy beauties fsde, 

Mary, mv love. 
Thou, that iDight'at grace a throne. 
Here in this cottage lone, 
—Hard it thy Tate, 1 own, 

Mary, my love. 

But thou art slill the same — 

Mary, my love; 
No word, no look of blame, 

Mary, my love. 
Xrfiud, loud blows the storm around. 
But thy sweet voice is found, 
Sofl tki ihc turtle's «ou&d — 

Mary, my love. 

As the rlouda darker rise, 

Mary, my love. 
Fresh grow the rainbow's dyes, 

Mary, my love. 
'Tk tbuE true love Is known, 
Brbhlest in sorrow shown: 
—Take all my heart thine own, 

Mary, my love. 



GLOOMY THE MOBN AND DARK THE f 



{WnllenforthU Wort.J 
Tune—" 7^ Twming o' lite Plaiding,'' '• 
Gt^oMv the morn, and dark the sea. 

When my dear laddie left me; 
The swelling sails how swift they 6 
' WWIe th^ve of joy bereft me. 
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Methinks I see him take his «tand ^ 

On ^eck so firm and steady. 
And distant when he wav'd bis handj 

I knew his tartan plaidy. 

Alasi how heavy pass the days. 

In absence and m sorrow; 
While war and death, ft thousand ways^ 

Still make me dread the morrow. 
Oh ! that ambition were at rest. 

And I the captain's lady, 
Should with my soldier be so blestj 

Wrapt in hb tartan plaidy. 

llOW SWEET IS THE GLOAMINOi 

ALSX. FnLLAETON» 

fiow sweet is the glooming, when (Sal^lessiy rdiiiniil^ 

The red setting sun linking low in the west. 
The moon faintly beaming, onestar lovely gleaming 

As gradually Nature sinks down into rest. 
!rhen by the pure fountidn, beside the steep mountairi^ 

I wander, Eliza, to muse upon thee. 
My heart fondly wishing its ae darling blessings 

That thou wad be constant to love and to me. 

Then tho' thfe sea paffc ud, dame fortune desert us. 

And tear me reluctant away from thy arms. 
Yet, aft on my pillow, when toss'd on the Inllow, 

I'll pleasantly dfeam I possess all thy charms. 
And when sad I ^^en, and find Fm mistaken, 

And thrice have given vent to the heart-rending ^h. 
Bright hope sooii returning, will ease my fond mourniiigj 

And sootfaoDgly whisper we'll meet bye and bye. 
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NOW THE CHILL HOARY BLASTS* 



New the chill hoar)' blaala of the winter are o' 

And the light lieaneil warblera chirp mournful 

But auiuroiis ditties rtraund thru' the grorea. 

The haunt of thctr pleasures, the Mat of tbdr loves. 

From the bee on the flow'r to the bird on the 9ptt^ 

All nelcome the sniile of the genial dayi 

Then why, lovely Jessy, ibr ever destroy 

The bioom of thy youth midst the general joy? 

See the roses of summer, how ginjiy they shine I- 

Their fate, lovely fiiir, is an emblem of thiDCj 

Theii' bosoms they spread to the dear azure ^y. 

And exidtiogly lough in the pa:iseager's eye; 

But ah I cruel ibrtutte! oh fond foolish JoweEl 

A few summer suns, and thy splendour is o'er; 

For the diirk clouds of heaven ate gathcrii^ fkrt. 

And tliy fortune isbome on the wings of the 

But a lovelier prospect appears to the view, 

A jirospoct more fitting the fortune of you; 

'Tis the leaf-cover'd elm with it) ermi tpreadiog vide. 

And the green ivy tcndrik that cling to its side, 

Tlio' the furious blasts of the winter nsseil, 

And the green leaves of summer spread for o'er 

Stiil, in fneodsliip united, tliey ever remiHu, 

And smile ot the atornis thiit attack theiu ii 

So, Jessy, my love, ere thy roses decay. 

And thv bright beam of summer has laded amay, ^ 

Thy cold icy frowns and tby sorrowa ceiiigB, 

And in conjugal love bind thy fortune to mine. , 

Then I, like the elm tree that smiles ^t die blw^ 

And thon, like the ivy that clings to its hreasty 

In friendship united will ever remain, 

AaiX laugh at the etorms that attack us ia TU) 
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FUrawelltaLHluber, ranwet1t*nyJaa,._ ... Jlo^ian W 

F^ from hoye. and iHtUpliwure,' „ .„ ilh.^Kiier,m 
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FlUB9l-HlB.l»-«»dglddyIl<*.., ... Iff 

Gin ye meet a boanie lutoi ». -. .., JBtnKab Ifi 

GlDih>[L>»»baiueii)dieuia«HetM(^ — — 1st 

Gloomy winter'! now HWI, M. X l— nM<j . » 

GbHiiftlEmunvid dirk the Ki,... „ iUt.J, Bmltii Vi 
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Hard is Uie Ate of him whb loves, ... •** 

Hdrk, hark from the shore, 'tis a perishing cry, ..i 
Hear me ve nymphs and every swain, ••• ••• 

Here's a health to ane 1 lo'e dear, .m ••« 

Here bencatU this willow sleepeth, ..« ••• ••* 

Here's a dud to hau it8 bead, ... T^^ „^J'' 

Her sheep had ui clusters crept close to the grove. 
Here awa tiicre awa wandering Willie, .»• 

Hie boimielawie, blink over the burn, ... •* 

How sweet is tlie scene at the dawning o morning. 
How pleasant the banks o> the clear winduig Devon, 
How blv-the was I ilk room to see, ••! ••• 

How imperfwt is expression, ... ... •'• 

How blest has my time been, what joys have 1 known, 
How sweet ia the gjloaming when carelessly roaming. 
Hush, hush ye rude brecaes, my Harry ia coming. 
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I dream*d a dreary dream last m^ht, 

I do confess thou'rt smooth and tair. 

If all the worid and love were youn& 

If I can get but her consent, ,.• 

I gaed a waefu* gate yestreen, ... 

1 have Been the sadness of love and its gladness, ... 

I bae a green purse and a wee pickle gowd, ... 

I hae a wee wifie and I am her man, ... 

I know you fiilse, I know you vain, ,„ 

I loed ne'er a laddie but ane, ««• n* 

I love thee, my Mary, I cannot say more, 

I'll aye ca* in by yon town, •»■ •*. 

I'U Clio, qao* sb«k your laog gnnr wing, •*• 

I 'U part wi' a' ere I part wi'^my lassie, ,m 

I lately liv*d in quiet ease, ... 

I n summer whetr the hay was mawn, .,. 

In airy dreams fond fiincy flies, ... 

I see a form, I see a face, ... 

It was upon a Lammas night. 

Itwaslnaudaboutthellartinmastim^ 

It was high o'er the muirlands, and down by tne X^yno, 

It's just three weeks sin carel fair 

I've seen the I}|y on the wold, 

I wasna sae soon to my bed yestreen, 

I wish 1 were where Helen nes, 

1 *ve seen the smiling summer sun, ... .... 
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Keen blaws the wind o*er the braes o* Gkniitey 
Keen blows the storm upon that breast, ... « 
Kind and blytlK and sweet as oqic^ ..• 
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J. Hogg, 
Jdrs. Opie, 
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Burns, 



Burns, 
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J>et US go, lassie go, ••• ..# 

IjGt the lovesick boy who dies, «m 
l^>udon's bonnie woods and bnes^ • 
Lowland lassie wilt thoU go, ••• ^m ■ 

Love never more shall give ittfe paiD, ••• <.» 

I^ng long I despair'd a young shield to fldiX, 
Lovc*s a gentle generous paiaooi . 
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Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion, „ 

Mirk and rainy is the night, 

*Mong the tombs like a young widow'd brid^ 

My lassie is lovely as May-day adorning. 

My sodger laddie is over the sea, ,„ ,„ 

My dear and only love I pray, ,„ 

My daddie is a canker'd carle. . 

My mother bids me bind my hair. 

My Peggy is a young thing. 

My fadder was down at the mill. 

My hawk is tir'd of perch and hood» 

My cruel love to danger go. 

My dear little Jeanie, what makes you so shy 

My lodging is on the cold ground, 

MyPatieisalovergay, ... 

My sheep I neglected, I lost my sheep hook. 
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Kae gentle dame though e*ar sae fair, .tt 

Kannette in the garmait of poverty clad, ,„ 

Nine times bleak winter's cranreuch sndl ,„ 
Now simmer blinks on flowTy braes, ^ ,„ 

Now simmer decks the fields wi' flowers, ... 

Now winter comes wi* breath sae snell, 

Now lanely I sit *neath the green sptpKliog wiUow, 
Now nature deeds the flowery lea, .„ „, 

No hope, no comfort near me, ... ,„ 

Now smiling summer's batany breeze, ... „, 

No roses frwn the field I seek, 

Now Joan we are married, and now let me say, ... 
Now the chill hoary blasts of the winter are o'er. 
Now nature deeds the flowty lea. 
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OBrignal banks are wild and lair, ... 

O bonnie was yon tosy brier, ... 

O come my dear lassie, «i* me to Uie green, 

O Celia I when thine eyes oTOffht, ... ... 

O dhina think, bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee. 

O'er the mist-shrouded cUift ofthe lone mountainitraying^ Aims 



... WaUer Scott, 292 
Bums, 9& 

Nicholson, 8U 
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gfa*theairtsthewindcanblaw, . 
ft Av hen the tempest lords it wide. 
Of race divine thou needst must be « 
Of Leinster fam'd fbr maidens fair. 
Of aw the lads I see or ken, 
O how could I venture to love ane like thee» 
Qhad I a house, anda cantie wee'fice, 

O I hae seen when fields were green, 

O ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten, .« 

O lassie art thou deling yet ... 

O luve wUl v^ure in whare it darena wee! be seen, ., 

O lassie wilt thou gang wi' me, .; 

O Lady Mary Ann look'd ©"fer the castle wa', 
O murk mbrk is'ti^4|^dnight hotrr, 
O Nannie wilt thou-^g wi» me, «, 
^ £ttrick banks On a summer night. 
On the blyttie bettane, as I'went, 
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^ the brow of a hVX a young shepheideef dwelt. Miss M, Jones, 137 
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On the bnkofa river 60 deep, M. Baker, 197 

Oa Ettrick dear there grows a brier, ... ... ... 250 

On the beoJu o' the bum while I pexutvcly wander, ..• ... S6S 

Oa Annan's banka in life's gay morn, ^, ... Letoih 310 

One moraios very early, one morning in the sprlog* ... ••• 318 

On the wild ones of Calder I found a ftir lily, ... ..• 339 

O open the door, my love Oregor, .., ... Jlamienn^ 139 

O pale^ pale raise the April mozn, ^ ,.. ... Nichotwn, 211 

O stajr, sweet wattiling woodlark stay, «.. ... Ainut 34 

O spare th«t 4readAil thought, ... ... .„ .,• 99 

O saw ye my father, O saw ye my mother, ... ••• ... lOS 

O tell me, O tell me, bonnie young kusl^ ,.. •*• Maatkt, S 

O tell na me o* wind and rain, ... «„ ... Hkinw, 32 
O tuneful voice, I still deplore, ... ... Mn, J. HutOer, 1S2 

O TlbUe, lassie, how I loe, »#. ... ... Bo^ 143 

O wat ye wfaa's m yon town, m« ••. .m Bunst ?4 

Owhare gat ye that bonnie blue bonnet, .m ••• ... 9S 

OwUlyegaaffdowntoyonbusbiatbftiaeKlMP, ... Bogg, 170 

were I on Famassus htlL .^ ... ... Bwm$^ 179 

O will ve go to yon buEnside» ' .^ ... .^ Nickol$(m, £04 

O ^yar^ye at the pier o' Leitb, ... ^ ... — .~ Si3 
O young Lochinvar has oomeoot of the wil^ »•• WsMerSooU^ 50 
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Remind me not, remind me 00^ ^ ... .,, Lord Bj/rtrnt 90^ 

Robin fo my only joe, ... . ..7«. ... .„ ... SIS 

Sawyemyweething, MwyemyainthlqK ... MaaiiO^ 10 

Say i^y that d«pp And ftequent aigbk .m ••• JItfK N. JButt, 186 

Sawyenaemy Feggy».*. .m , •.. .»• m« .»« fiSS 

Salr, cair was my heart when I parted wi* my Jean, m. •.. 341 
Send back my long stray'd ores to me* m* jUeredJhtm Dr, J)<mne9 64 

See spring hep graces wild, disclose, M. ••» m ... 85 

She vow'a, she swore she wwdd be aain^ k», Mr$» iturraVt 39 

Shepherds I have lost mvlov£, .^ ,„ 184 

Should the rude hand of care WDond my pntaer in Uftb ••• ••. Si^l 

Since all thy vows, (kise maid, ••• •»• ' 909 

Singon, aingon^myhonnieUrd. ..« .... Bggg» S54 

Slow spreads the gloom my soul deslzes, .,. ... Bmu, 160 

Soon aa.tbe day begins to waste. ..» ... •»• •/. 336 
Spring return^ the flowerets blow, ... ... Mr9* J. thmtett ISS 

Speak on, sne^k thus, and still my gria^ ... Jbmtsoy, 178 

Sweet £a*s the eve on Craigiebuni,.^ ... ..* Ams, MB 

Sweet Annie fhie the sea bench cameb •.* ... .i. ... S79 

Take^Ot^e these Umawav, ... aeamnont and FlOeker, \\B 

Tell me^ thou soul of her I tore, ... ... J. Thonuon, 130 

Thychedtiso'theroseHhue, ... ... ... Qott, « 

Theaimfaithewestfli'stove^inthee'eniDg, ... Do. 8 

Thedayrettmis,myboaom^ms,.. AifM, H 

Ihe bonnie bracket lassie, JWter, 12 

llieanilingmorn, thebiMtbiqgmriOB, ... ... JfeflW, S7 

Themyo'ftevalelsswwt, „.^ ... ... Satmay, 34 

25®?°!!5f^*'*^**fi«»«^iltflfs, „. ... Bum», g 

The L(»tl*s Marie has kepp*d her beki^... ... „, ... » 

The lark had left the even&g cloud, g 

1 tie heavy houBiazo«lmoitpMt, ... ... ItfttMon, ei^ 
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: > xne sun 

1 1 tbe sun 

> ' The sun 



Xhe Telk>w hair'd laddie aat down on yoa Imw, 
tThe LawUjid lads think tli«y are fina^ ••, 
The Utst time J came •*0rlii« ttiiir,-. . «« 
jDie night her silent sable ware, ••• 

The lass o* Patic's MUli «•• .^ ••« 
The Gypsies came to our Ifitd't yett, «m 
There gade « fair maidoi out to .walk, .,. 

The wmd blew high o'er iQuir and Im, ••'• 
Through drevy wilds forlorn I go» ••• .*• 

The moments ny and we must part, «.» 
The fatal moment I behdd, ••. ... 

Thou Mn^xfng star with lMi*niiig tmr ... 
The lovely noon had dimb'd the hifi, .*, 

The gloaatiing ftona the wettdn hisb* .• 
The sun raiie sae rosy the sray hills adombig^ 
The broom* tlie brier, the oirken hush, ... 
The sun was sunk beoMth the hill ... .^ 

They snool toe sair. «Mi hatiA me deira. 
The toiMaHt shiver m the wind, ... ... 

IDieie'a k«DMB o' Unny *tween my luve*s lii% 

IDiough cruel you wem to my pain, «•• 

The awonshewt bright at utoeiaitailght* 

The summer sun was out o^aij^L, ... ... ..• Do, 

well I ^ike ye Johnny lad, m. »•• - Do. 

,^e sun has mta down o*er the lofty Benlomond, m« TatmahVi, 
The summer it was smiling, all nature roudff was griy, La^ Lindsay, 
The lark dried hit dewy wmgs in the sun, ... ... ... 

The aiUd tudeman came hame at oigbt. 

The heath tbia night nnist he my be4 
Theyiudmesteepk tfagrtndmepray, • ... „• 

The smiling niahiaoronHtfy cay, • 

Tliere waa a Mt BMldMu her name it was OttUan, 

Thy braea wen boDiiie, Yarrow stream, ... 

Thedayls-dMtted, aadrounditemlhfecleiMl, ... 

There wa« a nme I need notname,.... „• ., 

There Uv*d loQg ago hi * amanft^plaea^ ..• ... 

There's someUung in that bonme fiice, ... 

Th«'darKgr09'o'gleamtaig •« l»» 

TbaM:h,ciSha swains thy love mtnuei^ 

That Jenny's my ftiendL my delight, and my pride. 

The weodk o* the Olorat, the braes mde and eraggy. 

The metchani to secuneiiis treasitte, ... 

The mofaa. bed cUmh'd the highest lull,, ... « 

Though distant/ar tn» Jessy^i cbaimsi »•. .«• 

There's nought but care on every hand, ... 

There is ^ihought that leaares me not, ... ».. 

'Tis hard when summer dothes the year, •,. «• 

'lis done, 9^4 ^iv'ring in the gale, .:. 

To him that in an hour must die, ,.'• •.. « 

True hearted was he, tiie sad swain o* the Yarrow, 

Turn agaib thou fcdrElisa, ' 

*Twas o^et^ the dewy fields wei« ^een, ... 

*Xwas sqmmer, and softly (t% breezes were btowlug, 

*Twa8 in that season of the year;" 

.*Twas on the mom 6i sweet May^day, w. .. 

•twaswithin a mite of Edinburgh tff*n, 

Twas whd> tb^ wan leaf frae the birk tree wa» fo'ing, 
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l^as «fc tte timt the ittoon's brMd lU^ld, 
^TWMiilMBttM MM WW0 soaring, ..« 
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Gay, 



in 



AndenoRt fiOft 
tordBgron^Sn^ 
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Walter Scott, 
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Wae worth Che clock, ctick-^Iacking sae, »• 

Well mesft bedde the duskie glen, ^ 

WeU! thou artliappyt and llee^ 

Whore haeva been a* day, .M •%• •«• ..i 

Wheie shall the lover rest, ••• ... 

Wha is that at my bower door, ... ... ... 

When Bdtary In the nore wpears, .#• ... 

^Hiat beauties doesFlora mack»e, .^ ... ... 

^en I upon thy bosom lean, m* m» ... 

While some praise the pastoral margin of Tweed, ... 
Wben Peggy and I were acquaint, ... •.• 

WhUe I behold the moon's pale beam, ..« 
When hollow bursts the rushing wind, .«• •«. 

when first on the ^jdn I began to avpeM, •«• 
When first tfiis humble roof I knew, ... ••* 

When John and I were married, ... ... 

While Sandv thus you tease one, ... ... 

When o*er the bill the eastern star, ... 

^Vhere winding Tarf by broomy iniowes, ... 

When first I kenn*d young Sandy's &ce, ... 
Whence comes my love ? O heart dSsclose, 
When first I forgather'd wi* Peggy, 
When wild war's deadly blast was blawn, 
WhUe Phcebus r^KMes on Thetis's bosom. ... 

When Katie was scarce out nineteen, ... ... ... ... 

When the sheep are in the &uld and the kye a' at hame, Lindsay, 
Whare live ye my bonnie lass, ... ... ... ... .m 

When I was in my seventeen year, ... ... ... 

When tece by the dear gliding stream, ... ••• ... ... 

When by invading cares oppress'd, ... ... ... L, T. 

Wb«i first by fond Henry sweet Marg'ret was seen. Cox, \ 

When man expell'd from Eden's bowers, ... ... Lord Byron, 878 

When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be seen, T. Brerewood, S81 
What though the meads be deck'd with flowers, ... ... S83 

Whence uTthis labour ? ah ! too lovely maid, ... ... ... SS8 

When cares were fern, and life was yonngi •«* m* Lewit, Sgg 

What nature, alas ! has denied, . *• ••• Coiopetf. wj 

When simmer comes, the swains on Tweed, •••. ... 33S 

What numbers shall the muse repeat, ... ... Bamsay, 947 

When absent ttoxa the nymph I love, ... ... ... S^ 

Wilt thou be my dearie, ... *.« ».. ' Burns, 46 

Will ye gang o'er the lea-rig, ... ... ... Ferguson, *Pi 

Will ye gae to the ewe-bughts. Marion, •.. ... ... 96 

Will ye go to the Indies my Bfary, ... ... Bums, IIS 

Will ye go the Highlands my Mary, ... ... Nicholson, 163 

Wi' truest love I love thee^ Jean, ... ... Charles Gray, S17 

Woukbt thou know her sacred cJianns, ... MamiUon qfBangour, 314 
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Up amaog yon cliAy rocks, ••• 

Ye banks and braes and strearai around. 
Ye bank* and braes o' bonnie Doon, 
Yes, Mary Ann, I freely grant, .., 

Ye gentle gales that careless blow, ... 
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